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To JOHN PRINGLE NIOHOL 

* 

My dear cousin, 

How unhappy should webeifwehst this habit 
of dedication, which allows one to seek shelter under the wing 
of a friend I But indeed it is not because I can in any degree 
anticipate the kindness of your judgment that I thus sahUe 
you. I have a hundred reasons to fear its justice, and, 
had I not, a play contains so much that is one's own that 
at the best one must show it half ashamed. Will you like 
this one the more that it ventures back into a period when 
life for most men seemed but a transitory preparation? or 
the less that it finds utterance mare than once for the 
thoughts and dtfeated thoughts qf to-day f But these are 
light questions. We have both arrived at a time when life 
seems something hther to both ^ than a delightful measure 
or a dance.' Have I sown my view of it with too much 
of sorrow, and too little of strong heart? Who can sayf 
for it is the nature qf every man to look with different eyes 
upon this kaleidoscope of things. 

A. A. J. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED 

Mabquis of Saluzzo. 

Prince Ferdinand^ his heir. 

Prince Francesco^ his younger son. 

Chancellor of Saluzzo. 

Count Argentibre^ l<r^ , 

^ r^ i-L. I Gentlemen at the Court 

Captain Gian Cesarb^ ^ 



j of Saluzzo. 



SioNOR Theodore^ 

The Count of Acqui^ cousin to Ihe Princess of 
Montferrat. 

Chancellor of Montferrat. 

Bishop of Alba. 

Messer Gerardo Lanzetti. 

Two doctors^ courtiers^ lords^ and messengers. 

Marchioness of Saluzzo. 

Princess Domenica^ daughter to the last Marquis 
of Montferrat. 

AuREA^ daughter to Lanzetti. 

Camilla^ her woman. 

Annette^ Maroot^ Lucillb^ Christine^ singing- 
girls. 

Ladies at the Court at Montferrat. 

Time. Fourteenth Century. 
Place. The Marquisates of Saluzzo and 
Montferrat in the north of Italy. 
Duration of Action. Six weeks. 



ACT I 

SCENE I 

Corridor in the Palace ofSaluzzo, 

Enter two doctors, one from a room within, closing the 
door behind him, the other approaching to meet 
him. 

1st Doctor, The Prince sleeps sound ? 

2nd Doctor. This moment fallen asleep. 

And in the embraces of the drowsy night 
Lies like a play-tired child, — ^which good sleep past. 
We sage physicians are dismissed with thanks 
And courtly tributes to our saving art 
Where art was none but Nature's. 

1 D. Often, sir. 

Our praise is Nature's, and our vacant office 
To watch returning strength, but that 's as here 
When in a lusty frame Dame Nature works. 
Give her a patient trained to lightsome sports. 
Who like our Anak prince will spend his youth 
In winding horn and following hound — all 's well. 
Her simple physic — rest and sleep — secures 
The smooth return of sweetly-flowing health. 
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But give her one less hardy — the sick girl. 
The infant struggling for its breathy old age^ 
Whose blood has thin-run courses, she has need 
Of mending art. 

2 X). Why, there our triumph comes ; 

Yet even in our triumph we are scholars, 
And teach our Dame : for Nature taught us first. 
And art will stretch no further but to lead 
Nature her way, while still 'tis hers to choose 
Obedience or denial. Oh, sir, we serve 
In darkness, and perpetual darkness clothes 
The trivial flame, blown up by life, that death 
With blustering ice-cold wind blows down to ashes. 
How secret is man's tenure, and how faulty ! 
This morning's sun shone on a cavalcade 
With echoing clamour of the horn set out 
To watch Saluzzo's Prince in pride of strength 
Drive down his spear upon the trampling boar. 
The knights half pleased, half envious, and his 

father. 
Our sovereign Marquis, glad his crown should fall 
To such a manly heir. — On a sudden. 
Wheeling his horse within the forest glade, 
Down comes our Prince, a stumble sends him flying. 
Pitched headlong on the smoothest carpet green. 
Well, 'tis all mended — the retreated blood 
Whose ebb had left him pale, and whose return 
With fitful wavering flush set dance our hearts 
In ecstasy of trembling, came at length 
In full warm flood. The sleep that 's now upon him 
Is not as welcome. What a cast was there 
'Twixt churchyard food and youth. 

1 D, You are too grave : 
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The man of action has a thousand slips 
Before he falls his length. There 's nothing earnest 
In these same mocks of death. — Not so loud^ sirs. 

{Enter Count Argentiere and Captain Gian Cesare in 
conversation.) 

Pray, gentlemen^ I beg you ; he is asleep. 

Captain, 1 '11 warrant he sleeps soundly^ he 's been 
long 
Too good at this game of sleep. Tush ! doctor^ 
He sleeps a league from us ; these curtains there 
Would keep our voices out if we could bawl 
With voice like his or Stentor's. — You're cautious^ sir. 
And rightly cautious^ for you must know, he 's royal. 
And when he has a tumble it is proper 
There should be hurry-scurry, flying feet. 
And grave physicians running. Why look you now, 
I would not try a fall with him to-morrow, 
Had he fallen twice. 

1 X). Excellent, Captain ! 
You say but what we say. The hurt is nothing. 
And we were pleased if there were here no doctor 
But sweetening rest. Step gently for all that. 

2 D. And you, lord Count, your years can see the 
end 

That might have dashed all hopes, how nigh it came 
This same slight fall to being deadly. Pray — 
We need not to you say this — disturb him not. 

[Exeunt doctors. 
Captain. There goes a couple stiff with fond 
conceit. 
Pompous do-nothing fellows, who would spin 
A whole long rigmarole about a colic. 



4 THE PRINCE act i. 

And where there was naught to do would make ado. 
Rub well-kept hands, shake their long heads, and bow 
And say 'Tis naught ; 'tis naught !' in such wise terms 
'Twould serve them for their prescriptions. 

Ct, Argentiere. 'Twould so, sir. 

Poor ghosts' speech as they have. Heard you their 

word, 
'The end to dash all hope ' ? which was to say 
That if Prince Ferdinand died we 'd have Francesco, 
Which was their left-hand flattery to blame him 
To make the elder's praises. 

Captain, If he died ! 

These fellows are but ghouls in help's disguise. 
And look for death to rest them. God's over all ; 
Yet if 'twere Heaven's wish our Prince should die. 
His body being armed and flushed with strength, — 
Wild things do happen, sir, — how great the change 
Within our Marquisate. 

CL Argentiere. A doubtful one. 

It stands not in the scheme of modest thought. 
The father now so old, there 's less to choose 
'Twixt being heir and Marquis. We are accustomed 
To rulers of the build of common men, 
Plain-hearted soldiers, statesmen versed in craft 
Or pious grown, cunning, devout or strong. 
With some familiar trait in them pronounced 
To mark them ofl*, as brutes are known from brutes 
Who are the same in kind : but who 's to gauge 
Our seeming deep Francesco, a prince — so far 
The popular skill can sound — plain prince they give 

him. 
Not finding a fit term or public word 
As subtle, wise, or bold He 's one who keeps 
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A silent tongue^ and roving challenging eyes 

That see far down ; a stray shot glance will question 

Your honesty or mine^ and stilly with all^ 

His countenance is so open there are times 

You seem to see his thought He '11 never speak 

But to give wisdom voice^ and yet will speak 

As if constrained^ like some rapt priest pronouncing 

The hollow-sounding oracle. 

Captain. Oh ! he 's deep ; 

But whether he has that which is worth hiding. 
Some ripening plan for bringing kingdom come 
And setting us by the ears for our true good^ 
Or whether as skilled in policy^ he adopts 
This habit to conceal himself and pass 
As darkly wise, and thus by saying little 
To purchase honour^ and thus by sajdng much 
To seem to say much more^ who can tell now, 
Or who can tell and find his profit ? 

Ct, Argentiere. Fie ! 

A knave or a reforming knave. Strange times 
If one would look for loyalty. Rather be one 
Who would not voice such thoughts. 

Captain. No, while to hint them 

Comes pat and easy. 

Ct. Argentiere. Speak your meaning, sir. 

Prithee, peace, hither come the doctors. 
Fresh from descant on cure and ill and pill. 
To find us brawling. So if you wish not. Captain, 
A long discourse on Nature's sleeping-draughts. 
Put up with a reproof from years and me. 
I was too testy. 

Captain. Why, not a whit. 'Tis true 

There may be more than meets a censuring eye 



6 THE PRINCE act i. 

In every man that walks. My judgment runs 
Too quick to trust ; it is a soldier's judgment^ 
While yours is weighed. But, Count, to-morrow's sun 
Finds us awake, and in the hunting saddle. 
And he 's been long abed. We stand and talk 
When we should imitate our doctor's patient 
Good night, and sleep as sound. 

[Exeunt severally, 

SCENE II 

Throne-room in the palace of Saluzzo. 

Enter Marquis and Marchioness of Saluzzo, Chancellor, 
Sigtior Theodore, Lords, and Ladies. 

Marq. We have decided not to stir in this. 
Not now at least to stir. It does not suit us. 
Attending to our chancellor's voice, to shift 
With each new turn of wind ; to-day to send 
Our message and to bid delay the nuptial. 
To-morrow to cry ' On ! ' This princess brings 
A dowry more than royal ; united with her 
Our son has promise of a twofold sway. 
And meantime rules as marquis, wherefore, lords, 
We would not, with such fortune ripe above us. 
Act, no, nor speak, in haste. 

Chan, Your grace has said. 

And having heard my honest counsels urged 
In duty and faith, decided as befits 
Your sovereign wisdom. If, desiring now 
Your judgment on a sudden new-found plan 
Which wears a likely air, I seem to open 
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A plea adjudged^ 'tis not that I contest • 
The least that your highness wills. 

Marq, Well: Come, we'll have the matter which 
this preface 
Sets off as strange. 

Chan, As strange, your grace, as sudden, 

Yet so a brightening thought issues at length 
Where thoughts are teased and tangled. Grant me 

patience 
To tell a tale twice told. First Montferrat, 
Since her late marquis from a soldier's wound 
Passed into peace, and left no son to mourn. 
Is fief and tributary to his daughter, 
A princess claiming reverence from her place, 
And more from this, that from her husband springs 
(So equal is the usage) the heir to her. 
And to her kingdom. 

Marq. Well ! 

Chan, Your highness' son, 

A youth, in whom simplicity of virtue 
Sets manhood ripely off, is bound to her 
Both in the cause of state and of true love. 
This chance-come hurt away, a week had seen 
The fortunate celebration of their marriage ; 
Wide Montferrat with our Saluzzo joined. 
Both joined and in one line. 

Marq, ' Why, this is known. 

Nor needs this tricking out with sedulous phrase. 

[Enter Francesco. 
Stand here, Francesco. Give your ear to this. 
Our chancellor is displeased with our decision. 
And gives displeasure voice. 

Chan, Your highness' pardon, 
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Yet, if ypur son is not in three days well^ 
There is no magic to transport him hence 
To distant marriage feasts^ and distant lies 
This favoured princess' court 

Fran, This is true, sir. 

Marq, 'Tis true^ and I have weighed it. 

Chan, True and weighed. — 

To-day 's too soon to break their preparation 
Were our prince well to-morrow; there would 

seem 
Respectless hurry in so sharp a course 
That lacked of you ; and yet it would be late 
To send to-morrow with this kill-joy news. 
Were joy not ours by then. 

Marq, We have decided 

To take the chance of what the day may bring. 
And still to hope the best. 

Chan, Your grace is pleased 

In your considering of this cause to think 
We must lose all or win ; but where 's the chance ? 
It lies with God to make a sick man well. 
But not to say he 's stricken. 

Marq. What is that > 

Chan, Your highness chooses, but I think to 
send 
Princess Domenica an instant herald 
With suit to stay this marriage. Bid him ask 
A week, a month. Prince Ferdinand is ill. 
Nor need he mend so quickly, we should seem 
To have used officious care. Demand a week. 
And, lo ! the illness fits — a month, he is 
So much the longer ill. Thus the event. 
Whatever foils, must fall with what we 've chosen. 
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Marq. Have in the doctors. What say you to this, 
Francesco ? 

Fran, I ! — a month — a months my lord. 

Marq. A month ! 

Fran, Why, so the chancellor said. 

Marq, No, no. 

What think you of this business ; is it good 
To let it stoy at all ? 

Fran, Forgive me, sir. 

But here are graver heads to weigh that issue, 
More versed in policy, seeing better than youth 
What makes this way or that. I ventured only 
To speak on what seemed settled, and to pronounce. 
If you had chosen delay, for long delay. 
And so to make all safer. 

Marq. Indeed, I 'd thought 

The shorter choice more wise. (Enter doctor,) You're 

welcome, doctor ; 
How is your patient ? 

1 D. Asleep, your grace. He sleeps 

Till the invisible ministers of health. 
That work in slumber best, have done their office. 

Marq, When will he wake ? 

1 D, That lies not in our art 

To fix for certain. 'Tis each minute's chance 
To ring conclusion on this sleep. 

Marq, So — say you 

That he awakes, leaps up, and takes this journey. 
Whose start was fixed for now ? 

1 D, . A day or two 

At most, your highness. 

Marq, Tut ! a day or two, 

It is a phrase like all such doctor s phrases. 



10 THE PRINCE act i. 

That covers endless time. Will he set out — 
Let it be no or certain^ certain or no^ 
Within a month ? 

1 D. Within a months your grace ? 

There 's nothing human surer, long ere then 
Illness will sign him free. 

Marq. So settle it. 

Our chancellor knows our pleasure ; he '11 despatch 
A speedy embassy to Montferrat 
To crave this long delay. We thank you all. 
And most, him who gainsaid us. Come, my 

queen. 
We miss the time when, innocently idle, 
To rule was but to live. 

Marchioness, O good my lord, 

'Twas long ago that happy, idle time 
When all went smooth, or disappointment came 
To fly away as soon. Our cares increase. 
For now we feel them cares. There's nothing 

changed, — 
Only, our sanguine garment 's faded : 
Oh, not more sweetly in the morning sang 
The morning birds, when all our world was young. 
Than sounds their pipe to-day. 

Marq. We '11 seek them, then. 

And in the garden where we found our loves 
Dream, while we hear that plain song, Time has 

stood 
In one continuing season. 

[Exeunt Marquis and Marchioness and Court. 

Fran. Theodore. 

Theo. Speak to your friend, my lord; he's at 
your elbow. 



8C. n. THE PRINCE 11 

Fran. Thank you for that; there's blithe male 
music still 
In voices that sound healthy. What is the matter^ 
That this infecting melancholy air 
Should creep upon us ? There 's my mother now, 
A woman not yet ailing, and her tone 
Would suit grave-diggers' feasts. 

Theo. It is a trick 

That those about the middle part of life 
Love dearly. 

Fran, So they do, yet here 's my pulse, 

Whose wonted regular beat is wholesome youth's. 
Grown weak and dumb. Sure 'tis an instinct 

crying, 
'There's reason in those fears.' We must not 

slight 
Those whispered warnings, I who am so far in. 
Much less than you ; yet being in so far, 
A thousand clamorous voices — virtue, duty. 
Love, inclination, self-respect — call out 
To pass on further. Oh ! 'tis folly, folly. 
To wish our lives unlived, amusements' habit 
To tell the same tale with a difference o'er ! 
Mere dreamers' food ; for were my life my own, 
Clean from the first steps of the waking boy, 
I would not change it. Marked you the eager king. 
His question and my answer, his desire. 
Oh, most apparent, to press on this nuptial, 
And have the knot close tied.^ But things go 

strangely 
When men propose. A month this marriage waits — 
A whole long month. A month, you heard me say 
it.J* 
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Theo, Why yes, I heard you plainly. 

Fran. Then was sounded 

My resolution's note, and then proclaimed 
My will to set the true course of my life 
Without those half- bom fears. My brother's 

marriage 
Waits, and so waits the journeying marriage train 
Wherein I figure first. *Tis holiday. 
And I may beg an absence for a time 
Full long enough to bind me with such vows 
To my dear lady, not a thought will stir — 
These being then not blest — to remember me 
Of these ambitious might-bes I forgo. 
The weak thoughts of a mind that slips and swings 
And starts at what it would. 

Tkeo. How now, my lord ! 

I thought this law that crossed your love, for you 
Was but a forceless thing, a mockery law. 
Drawn up by pedants without blood in the vein. 
And conned by clerks who think that passion 's tied 
By paper and by the dead. 

Fran. By the dead ! 

'Tis like, then, that they'd laugh out from their 

graves 
If I should weep at it It goes, does it not, 
Something like this } ' Whosoever 
Of the royal house, not being the heir, shall wed 
Without consent of Council * — that 's with a woman 
Beneath me in degree — * shall taint his honour. 
His own, and theirs that come from him, renouncing 
His and their claims as royal.' Faugh ! here 's a law 
Drawn up to spite and not to fright my passion. 
To punish, not prevent. 
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Theo. And so it is^ 

Or they had bound you as they ' ve bound the heir. 
And made the act impossible : your marriage, sir. 
When secret, such as his when secret too. 
Not binding, and when done, still nothing, void. 

Fran. They might have done so ; but what 's that 
to me } 

Theo. Oh, nothing. 

Fran. Nothing; yet you thought 

'Twere something had it been. Why, Theodore, 
What madness hurries honest men to think 
So lightly for their friends ! Where 's honour, sir. 
The good man's overlaw } 

Theo, I cry you mercy ; 

It was not in my thought. I spoke of l^ws, 
The consequence and legal virtue present 
In such as men have made ; at best, devices 
Fit for their prime occasion, rules pronounced 
With but one end in view, and never looking 
To where their back doors lead. 

Fran. Well, well, my friend — 

But we '11 not think of that. These fancies touch 

us. 
We start, as starts the lover in the wood 
When by there slips a satyr. 'Tis a glass 
That shows poor love confused, and steers the 

mind 
To thoughts of darkness. We '11 be sudden now. 
Bid farewell to this talk of pomp remote, 
Chimaera glories, and not mine to forfeit 
Nor hers to gain, and well lost, being so. 
Enough for us, jealous sufficing love. 
That pays in full. And you — be quick, be secret, 
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Haste through the forest to the lodge where often 
I 've pressed a single bed. Have all prepared 
Against this night that brings a wife and husband. 

[Exeunt several^. 

SCENE III 

Garden of ike house of Messer Gerardo Lanzetti. 
Enter Messer Gerardo Lanzetti, and to him Prince 
Francesco. 

Fran. It is an April afternoon^ and you, sir. 
With this warm sun and sharp wind, going about 
So thinly clad. There is no reason in it. 
I who have ridden from the city here 
Have felt the chill. 

iMn. Why, Messer Benvenuto, 

It is you, is it not ? 

Fran. Truly it is. 

There was no need to say as much to you. 
Whose hearing, apt for your necessities. 
Tells what the friend-discerning eyes report 
For younger men. 

Lan. It is so always. God 

Never destroys but giving ; he takes away 
But with most rich exchange. My eyes are gone — 
Gone to see aught but milky vapour swimming 
Where once were folk and houses. I am so blind — 
But then my hearing 's rare. You cannot . know 

them. 
These frail delights that come to men who are old 
And blinded. Music pipes all day. The breeze 
Makes music, and the small birds with their wings 
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Beat a rat-tat for me ; the air 's alive 

With voices and innumerable sounds. 

The tree-squirrels hurry through the shaken wood^ 

I hear it^ and I hear the breath of men^ 

And^ when the silence and blank darkness comes^ 

The whistle of Time's passage. So good is God 

We lose and gain^ we lose and gain all day ; 

This pressure of our bodies^ it is lifted. 

At length life leaves the old, and merit enters 

'Mong bliss-fed souls. 

Fran, Messer Lanzetti, 

This good light spirit of yours will fit the news 
I have come here to bring. Your daughter and I 
Have been too long affianced. More than once 
Together we have fixed the time, and she 
In maiden innocence, bashful, withdrawing, 
Has put us off. There is no profit 
To tell you what old friends we are, how soon 
From my first coming here, I coveted 
The possession of the white rose in your garden. 
The best and most white rose, or how each visit 
Crushed on the last, I putting oil one side 
The claims of my business in Milan which brings 
Such wealth as I have made. All this indeed, 
'Tis an old story to you who know me now ; 
But all 's not now as it was wont with me. 
I must be gone ; a sudden summons 
Will this night take me to Milan, and thence 
I may not date return. 

Lan, Oh, this is wretched ! 

How hard to comfort Aurea. Nay, sir, nay. 
There 's some surprise behind. We still have found 
you 
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Beyond report^ and now your words are worse 
Than your worst deeds can show. 

-Fmn. Much better, father. 

But let your blessing follow on consent. 
I do not go alone. Together we go. 
Your son and your loved daughter. 

Lan. Both you and she ? 

You and my daughter ? You *re to marry her 
Here, now, to-day ? She 's given consent to this ? 
There *s innocence to forget timidity. 
The call so sudden, too. What, you Ve been 

busy. 
Sly pledging lovers fond to steal a march. 
You and my Aurea. Well, but this is much 
The brightest/ darkest news. 

Fran. Nay now, good sir. 

There is no mock in this. The summons came 
No earlier than this morning. I must to her 
And tell her all my heart. 

Lan, It does not need ; 

I hear her light foot on the path. Child, Aurea. 

[Enter Aurea. 
Aurea here 's news for you, you 're wedded 
Before you looked to sleep. Francesco's vowed 
To take you with him. Did you ever know 
A young one wooed this way ? 

Aur. O my dear father ; 

And you, my dear lord, you are well } but sir. 
What is it you would tell me ^ 

Lan. Just but this. 

You are a wedded dame, or just to be so. 
Why, come now, girl, there comes a prince from the 
air, 
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A merchant honoured in Milan, and rich ; 
But richer still in giving — our good friend. 
Men will not wait all day. 

Aur, I still do hear you ; 

But what you say I know not. 

Lafu • Yes, yes, yes, 

Put up these»pretty airs. There is a time 
When they are pretty, but when out of time. 
They are much out of season. Would you listen. 
Then you would understand. Your lover goes 
This evening to Milan, where business waits him. 
Already stayed too long. 

Aur. What, in Milan ? 

Law. Why, yes, what wonder ? Where in the name 
of Heaven 
Would he be going but there? He's wooed you 

long. 
And for the free gift of your body, Aurea, 
Showered blessings on this house, made our home 

his, 
And sung me back to strong forgotten years. 
His quality in love, you know that, girl. 
And your return in full, you know that too, 
As well you know these maidenly delays 
That lovers chafe at in their teasing hours ; 
But here is come an end. He must return. 
And will you have him now ? 

Aur. Must it be now ? 

Lan. Must it be now ? O mercy of good God ! 
Settle it as you will. I am much pleased 
Whichever way you settle it. Child, child, 
I do not wish to lose you. Who would lose 
The one particular joy of his spent life 

B 
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And smile to see it gone ? But old men die^ 
And if they will not wean their children first 
Must leave them orphaned then. So choose and 

welcome. 
And bring me news where I am stayed. [ExiL 

Fran. Choose, then, mj ladybird. • 

Awr. Choose, my good lord ? 

Yon would not smile so. Why, we've been 

betrothed 
For ages, and the binding of our loves 
Is what we wait for only. Why do you speak 
Of things to me so strange ? What business claims 

you 
So instant in Milan ? In sooth, you know 
There can be no such business. 

Fran, But we must speak 

Using that tongue, my Aurea. I' faith 'twas you^ 
For fear your father, knowing of my birth^ 
Would to so loyal a tune have set his will 
As to forbid our loves, first bade me seem 
Your merchant to please you, and I must speak 
But as your merchant stiU. 

Aur. Nay, nay, my lord^ 

This is no answer ; give me answer quick — 
This summons that you spoke of! Sure 'tis not 
That you are going now. Oh, Heaven forbid ! 
You are not now to leave me. 

Fran, Out and alas ! 

Send up your prayers, you hosts of simple men. 
For maidens' trust in lovers. The wind blows 
And all the house is down. I leave you ? No, 
I would not leave you did you ciy for ever, — 
' You are a prince, I may not do that wrong 
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To come between your greatness and the hopes 
That greatness breeds/ — for so you've thought^ 

my dear^ 
A thousand tiroes^ awake^ or from soft sleep 
Waking to find the innocent heart divided 
'Twixt love and that love 's care. But think not so ; 
You do no wrong, but giving me best warrant 
To call my dearest mine, and for your comfort 
Think, and 'tis true, the step is taken by me 
Without your will. 

Aur, What step } 

Fran, One to a point 

Where there 's no room to turn. Your father thinks 
And still must think, else to the air is blown 
Our hope of joy, that there 's but truth in this 
Which I had now to tell him. Oh, let us look 
That our deeds run with my deceiving speech. 
Which, lady, makes you mine, and thus to-night. 
Without so much as your least finger stirred 
To bring home your desire^ there will come home 
The desire of your heart's longing. 

Aur, Now, oh now ! 

God has no gifts for his own children dearer 
Than those that lighten on me. And this was then 
The meaning of those words you told my father. 
False, dearest, but most true ? 

Fran, You would put off and off. 

But now 'tis now or never. 

Aur, Now, 'tis now. 
Ah ! my dear lord, but what 's once done for all 

Fran, Ay, 'tis for ever done, done and for ever. 
Let me but change in this, and doubt you then 
If I spoke ever true. Think you I '11 change ? 
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Aur. O dear my lord, you throw too much 

away; 
Have you considered if you ever thought 
Of this same afternoon, the sky so clear 
And heaven near lying open, with a wish 
That one so simple bom had not now gained 
So much on your affection ? 

Fran. Yes, and sighed 

To think on King Cophetua. Foolish maid^ 
The king will look on this with half our eyes 
When once 'tis finished : wisest men are prone 
To count that good which 'tis impossible 
They should exchange for better. [Enter LanzeUL 

Oh, but, sir. 
We did not mean to be so long, nor bring you 
Back here to chide us both. Your daughter's 

pleased 
To accede to our desire : that 's first to say ; 
The rest, there are some matters that require me ; 
Some things of not much weight, that must be 

seen to 
Ere this day being faded, we three are met 
And with the priest beside. 

Lan, Ay, so indeed. 

Well this is good, and here 's a master merchant 
Against departure to be so ready. 
I'll venture now you've chosen both when and 

where 
This knot is to be fastened. 

Fran. At the chapel 

Built to our Lady of Pity standing halfway 
Between you and Saluzzo, and at the hour 
When dusk melts into dark. 
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Lan. Ay so, ay so. 

This is the prettiest scheme conceivable. 
And I am most greedily taken with it. 
I have a tingling in my blood to think 
I still can run with you, keep step for step 
And, like a boy, be amorous of employment 
Which suits with green years best. I love you, 

sir. 
That you have trusted me in this, believed 
That I 'd join hands, and thought, though wise men 

doubt it. 
Old age can flush through her embers. Let me 

say 
Before we part to meet, you have my blessing. 
And as you 've been most generous, constant, loyal. 
In all the time I 've known you, so it will be 
A thing most certain you will be to her 
Loyal, yes, and constant, and most generous, — 
But that 's my hope as well. You will be going, 
So take that with you. As you have been to me 
The highgoing fates 

Fran. Nay, nay, forgive me, sir. 

You have too much of ceremony here. 
Which will not suit our case. 

Lan. Why no, why no, 

I did but say 

Aur. But, sir, there are things to do, 

A host of things that must be quickly done. 
And look,— Francesco *s going. A hundred things ! 
My dress, — ^you would not have me shame you, sir, — 
WTiich would you like, the green one shot with silk. 
Or that blue dress, the same my mother wore 
The last time she was well } 
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Lm. WlutfoDy stiiis? 

J do not know, how should I know^ my giri? — 

And he is gone ? WeU we mmt make as readj. 

IEjkmmL 



SCENE IV 

Emier Smgmg Giris, iaOoMg. 

AnmeUe. This sleep of the prince's is a long sleep. 
Margfd. A girl would have daneed for a long time 
before she would sleep as long. 
LmcUU, But girls do not dance on their heads. 

[Girls latigk 
Ann, Laugh awaj. She is right all the same, for 
I think this fall of the prince's will go near to dance 
him out of his shoes. 

Ckrislime, Away, croaker. You would ciy out 
' Shadow of Death/ when a doud crosses the sun in 
spring. The doctors, who are wiser than you in this 
matter, make nothing of it. 

Ann, And why should they, I should like to know ? 
It is their trade to make much of little, and little of 
much. 

Chris, It is easy to gird at the doctors. 
Ann, It will be easier in the future, now that they 
are making themselves into a guild. Oh i theirs 
will be a fine mysteiy when there are rules and 
enactments for the management of it 

Chris. Tut I they wish to become an estate of the 
realm. It is the natural desire for greatness. 
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Ann. Heigho ! if that desire is so natural^ Prince 
Francesco must have unbrotherly thoughts. 

Chris, I never heard anything so monstrous. 
Have your lovers all died of the plague that you 
would have everybody dying ? 

Ann. Be civile mistress. 

Mar, Be sensible^ both. Annette is frightened^ 
which does credit to her heart ; and you, Christine^ are 
angry with her folly, which does credit to your head. 

Ann, Butdoyou think there is really nothing tofear? 

Mar. Nothing to fear.^ There is always some- 
thing to fear when things look brightest, but we 
cannot be always afraid. 

Chris. Oh ! comfort each other, do. Ghoul answers 
to ghoul, and one would think the end of the world 
was at hand. We are singing-girls, if you please, 
and have something better to do than to croak. 

Luc, That's the best thing I've heard for two 
minutes. Madonna. How in the world did we come 
to talk like this } We seem to say what is not in 
our heads. 

Mar. And not in our hearts either, Lucille. 
Come, who began it ? Annette, it was you. But 
listen to my good judgment 

' She who talks to the tune of a dolorous song 
When the sky is above, and the sun is strong. 
She must sing as we please, and must sing as long.' 

Ann. What, a song } 
Chris, Yes, and we '11 join you. 
Mar. A quartet, a quartet ! 
Luc. Anything you please, but I give my vote for 
the Merry Lover. 
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Chris. Come, my child^ don't you remember ? — 

'In the merry land of France^ 
When the Spring had made advance^ 
Stept a young man from the forest with a white- 
thorn in his hand.' 

Ann, Yes^ I know ; but I '11 sing you a better song 
than that, and one you didn't hear yesterday. 

[Enter Francesco at back of stage, 

'At the dawn the red-lipped Pleasure, 

So they sang once long ago. 
Chants her full enticing measure ; 
Let her go. 

Flowers that flourish, fade, and sicken. 

Fruits that hending branches grow. 
Delights that die soon as they quicken. 
Let them go. 

Maidens' long-lashed eyes that quiver. 

Girls with breasts of red on snow. 
Bright lithe forms that pause and shiver. 
Let them go. 

Roses with their scent half scattered. 

Delaying blooms that flaunt their show. 
Rain and wind, and they are shattered. 
Let them go. 

When Evening comes to count her treasure. 

So they sang once long ago, 
Cold and dull is grey-lipped Pleasure ; 
Let her go.' 

Fran, (coming forward,) Bravo ! Bravo ! Even 
a listener may clap his h Ads when he hears a song 
so excellently sung. 
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Ann. There is both a song and a singer^ your 
highness^ and you say nothing of the song. 

Fran. Oh, the song ! You will please half the 
world with it, — that is, all those who, being without 
reason merry, like to be sad without reason. 

Ann. When I have fools for an audience, I shall 
get my encore. A fig for the courtesy that allows 
men to speak thus to maids. Bluntly you could say 
it to a man, but bluntly you would not say it. 

Mar. Annette ! — to his highness } 

Fran. His highness gives more freedom than he 
takes, and always to beauty. But in truth I would 
not quarrel with any one to-day — ^not to-day, my 
young lady. And so, if you would have me speak 
plain, I must tell you I do not like your song : for 
two reasons I do not like it. 

Ann. {curtsying.) And these reasons, sweet prince? 

Fran. Sweet lady, first and foremost, I do not love 
to hear workmen speak ill of their work. If pleasure 
b^so short-lived, you, her votaries, are but shadows. 

Ann, Pray, my lord, is the singing girl to be out 
of the fashion, or would you forbid people to find 
words for the sickness of the age ? Where is the 
soldier blind to the bloody side of fighting; the 
priest who does not suspect himself; the lawyer who 
longs not to speak from his own brief, or the prince 
without a sigh for the licence of the freeman ? Your 
second reason is stronger, my lord. 

Fran. I do not like your moral. 

Ann. My moral, my lord ? 

Fran. I do not like it. We are to bid adieu to 
pleasure, and for what ? You do not tell me for what. 

Ann, For virtue, your highness. 
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Fran. And what is this high-painted virtue of 
which you talk so smooth ? a far-seen duty not to fall 
into the lap of every wayfarer^ a sounding thing of air 
for the most^ and by the best scarce apprehended : 
a puzzle for the doctors, and the high note of every 
child's compass. Oh ! I am weary of your nothings. 

Ann, I am sorry to have vexed your highness^ but 
you must think of my song as a nothing. 

Fran, So I do^ my good girl^ so I do ; but I must 
pay you for nothing. {Gives money^ and girls laugh,) 
No, no, you will not draw wit from me to-day. I 
was never quick at your light talk. You must forget 
what I have said. There is something in the air of 
this afternoon (passes his hand over his forehead)^ 
something that disturbs me. 

Chris, YoiM* highness feels for your brother. 

Fran, (looking up quickly,) And you will excuse 
that care ? 

Chris, We have already trespassed too long upon 
your patience^ but we make amends by departing. 

[Exeunt girls, 

Fran, Where would my thought be wandering? 
Let it go — 
The fool song of these random, simple maids. 
What is it all to me ? Leave what for what } 
The issues of a throne for kissing lips. 
Eyes moving liquid, and a fluting voice 
Speaking of love so lightly delicate. 
And lightening all it touches ? This were good, — 
Say better than to play with craft and state. 
Or rule the wretched poor. — But then to leave 
The further side of royalty, the good desire. 
If chance should bring that home, to be a king. 
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Not one but bom to fill the purple shoes, 

But one to fit them, to scatter plenty round. 

To send the freeman whistling bedward full. 

To bring the single golden year to pass — 

This for the fond looks from a woman's eyes, 

This to abandon for the marriage play. 

That still but cloaks desire — desire self-set 

For full completion of one's being, rapture 

Of soul and soul — not one whit more at best. 

And when not at the best, but young man's passion 

That will not be defeated. He 's asleep. 

And soon will snore back health who's safer bom. 

Safe from a sudden folly, and so safe 

He can repent it. Safer bom than I ; — 

Ay, but too safe to keep the devil poor. 

Who feeds on thoughts unbidden. Would I choose 

I 'd still be one that has no call to err. 

Not even in these same fancies. God be praised. 

They are not mine to harbour, and what has made 

them? 
'Tis but the illness of a mind unrested 
That waits to throw for all. I am not yet 
As my worst thoughts would paint. The sky 's still 

shining, 
TJke birds have built, and summer is at hand. 
The strong sun will be soon. He shines for all. 
But best for those who shun the hidden valley 
And walk in sight of heaven. Where 's my loss ? 
Were it a thousand kingdoms I would fling it 
Behind my furthest thought. But 'tis not one. 
There 's my good brother, and his children coming. 
Who '11 run and leap and carol before his palace 
When youth has done with me. — There is no call 
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Sent from the summoning Fate to reach me here. 
And I that offer nothing have from her 
Enough to heap my treasure. I am finding 
The Midas touch that turned his world to gold. 
And scarce do know it Let the sad years bring 
Their store of sorrow, I have won to-day 
More from the sad years than they 'U steal away. 



SCENE V 

Outside the chapel. 

Messer Gerard Lametti seated on the hank. Enter to 
him a countryman. 

C. The way to Saluzzo lies three miles along, 
master ? 

Lan. (looking up,) The way to Saluzzo? — three 
miles — yes, you cannot very readily miss it. 

C (going.) I thank your worship. 

Lan. There is only one difficulty. When you come 
to the end of this clearing you will come to the 
wood. The path then follows the stream, but it is 
not very wide. When you come to Charles' Bridge 
you will see your way clearly. 

C. I thank you, master. I shall find some honest 
folk who will show me the road. 

Lan. Oh no — ^no one — not a soul. Te-he — I 
was lost in that wood once when I was a boy, and 
could see better than a blind man. It is half-way 
dark now, is it not ? 

C. To be sure, master. 

Lan. Set wings to your legs then, young man. 
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You have a couple that walk evenly. I can hear 
that^ if I could not hear the mumbling priest^ and 
they said I was set near them too. But they say 
that the ears of the old will play them tricks. I 
thought they had put me at the end of the chapel, 
but 'twas not so. What a plague it is when a man's 
daughter gets married ! Arranging-with the priest ! 
A fiddle to arrange with the priest ! — I was never 
kept so long waiting. If that country fellow was 
here, I would get him to take me back to them. 

C Good e'en to you, sir. 

Lan. What! are you there, master listener? Come, 
come, I shall trounce you for a knave. Set a pair of 
wings to your feet ; wings, sir, wings. 

C. {going,) Good e'en to you, sir. [Exit 

Lan, There's rubbish well shot. Aurea, girl, 
Aurea ! What a plague ! I am not sure I like 
these hurried matches. There is so much waiting, 
so much mumbling. Well, well, she has an honest 
man, and it is well she has, for a blind one is of 
little use at marriages. She might have been 
married to the devil in that chapel for all I could 
see, or hear too. I must not lose my hearing just 
when my daughter leaves me. Hist! they are 
coming. Aurea, you are there ? 

[Enter Francesco, Aurea, and priest 

Aur. We are here, father. 

Lan. You have brought the priest with you, I 
hope. There must be some one to take me home, 
and you have made me chill with your chattering. 

Aur, Were we so long ? 

Lan, Long, my love-bird! One would have 
thought it was the Prince who had married the Lady 
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Domenica, and they could not leave the chmrch for 
the crowd. But I forget this marriage is mofe 
to you, though it will not found any kingdoms. 
(Rising.) Brother Joseph will give me his hand, for 
I have far to travel. 

Aur, You are not angry, father ? 

Fran, {stepping forward and pressing Messer 
Gerard! s hand.) Messer Gerard, I have robbed yoo 
of more than you can part with, but you will find 
words for blessing. 

Lan, Why, not less quickly than the sun gives 
heat, 
Or some poor mother, when her babe is lost. 
Puts up her prayers for safety. Get you gone. 
The sorrow which is sought lies light at length. 
Nor would we have it absent. [E^dt with priest 

Fran. Theife 's farewell. 

Best of farewells, my girl, and bravest. Look you. 
They are already gone ; and we must go 
Once I have called you sweet. Why, Aurea, love. 
This happiness is ours ; are not you happy ? 
What is there in the placid-looking heavens — 
Dark coloured clouds and still, good augury — 
To fright your red lip so } 

Aur. What is begun 

Deceitfully, and oh ! so ill begun. 
Think you it can end happy ? My dear father. 
When was he fretted with such childish ways. 
Complaints so thin and old? Why, since we're 

married 
There 's not ten minutes gone. 

Fran. Content you, love ; 

There is no fashion in an old man's humours. 
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And what whim next may seize him none can 

tell. 
Cast from yourself this silly sorrow. Think 
He thought us long and said so. What of that ? 
Lovers' delays are measured in long minutes^ 
When others take their span. Enough — enough — 
Oh ! I could fling my bonnet to the moon^ 
Such ecstasy is mine, so dear it is 
To feel this union, to be one no longer. 
But one in two. Joy, joy, my girl ! for sure 
You feel the hurry of this warmth of life. 
For all you look so pale. Take trust from me. 
Cast me into a shallop with you there 
And set the wreck-waves boiling. Give me death. 
And in delicious arms I 'd drink it down 
With but a wish to sleep. 

Aur. Best so it is. 

We must believe the morning will shine bright 
Since now 'tis almost dark. Oh, pardon me ! 
When I would speak of courage my voice runs 
Back to its baby tone. Forgive me quick. 
For I should weep at anger. 

Fran, Anger, child. 

Why, I do love you as I love myself. 
And better for this trembling of your being 
Which tells me of my prize. Young maids are 

fearful. 
And nature, modest in her fairest flowers. 
Will teach a fancied cause. 'Tis I who fright you. 
Your husband, not your father. Fears are fears. 
But I have taken your life in guard, and you 
Must learn to call me husband. 

Aur. Husband, wizard. 
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Where did you learn thus much of maids ? Oh ! 

let me 
Shelter for ever in your strong embrace^ 
While I do pledge love so. (Kissing him.) Hark ! 
what was that ? [Distant bell tolls. 

Fran. So then the bird 's still fearful. 

Aur. But did you not — [Bell tolls steadily. 

Why, there again — it is a bell, my lord. 
Did you not hear it ? — there again — again. 
O Heaven ! I see his shadow, 'tis the bell 
The muffled beadsman with the scythe and sand 
Rings for his act. 

Fran. It is the passing bell. 

Aur. And so it is, no more ; I 'm still a child, 
So to be frightened with a sudden sounds 
And for my tears I 'm sorry. Men must die. 
And if there are omens in the chance of life. 
There must be awful warnings at all minutes. 
Giving the thing its name has heartened me 
To hear it quite in peace. — Why, good my lord. 
Your face has frozen to marble. 

Fran. At whose grave 

Suddenly opened has God found me standing. 
While in the dark town they toll out the news 
That speaks of what.> Some great lord cold, 

perhaps. 
Whose frets have worn life bare,— or lustier days 
From whose stiff hands, clutching the sheet, have 

trickled 
The ball and sceptre. 

Aur. O my lord, my lord ! 

You mutter by yourself, your looks have fallen. 
And if you 're fearful, I am frightened too. 
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Fran, Fright yourself next with puppets — here 
is deaths 
Death in the nighty and with the morning, rain 
Washing to ruin. — The beaten air is struck 
No longer. It is gone — this marriage music^ 
Strangest that ever sounded, for in marriage 
Lies life and hope of life, and yet he '11 speak. 
Old fool, who sings his owl-song in the dark 
To push me from my reason. Come, my girl. 
My ears are full pf the booming, and I know not 
Half what I said. 

Aur, Nor heard I half of that ; 

Look up, Francesco, for the sound has ceased. 
There is a solace that comes out of sorrow. 
When heart is close to heart. 

Fran, Sweet counsellor. 

We are now both all to each. Think then no more 
Of this but as mischance. The future opens. 
And we must journey where the future is. 

[Exeunt together. 

END OF ACT I. 

{Three days pass.) 
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ACT II 
SCENE I 

Outside the hunting lodge in the Forest, Francesco 
and Aurea, 

Fran. There comes no fortune outside honour 
now 
To wound or touch us. We have climbed oar 

mountain^ 
And all the rest is nothing. Pstus and Arria 
Were not more happy dying than are we ' 
Together still. O healing love, what unction 
Is half so medicinable as thy balm. 
Smoothing to sleep ? 

Aur, Say rather waking. 

With the clear dawn of the bright shining day. 
Each heart to new responses. 

Fran, Both — say both ; 

Touch as you like, where every feeling runs 
The theme will suit it. He is blest who knows 
The sun's heat and the puff of mellow air 
Are not more general in their wide effect 
Than this same warm and each-man-suiting love. 
He 's weary, and upon the living grass 
Lies down to bathe i' the sun : she who has yet 
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Scarce even a child's thought for the careful day. 
Laughs with the wind and dances idly happy : 
So unlike are we found, the same things find us 
Most different. 'Tis certain there are those 
Who, when they hear the equal trumpet blown 
Bidding an end, compose themselves half smiling 
To see the cheating curtain unroll and open 
On dateless life ; while others. Eastern waifs. 
Tossed by the current of commerce upon our 

• shores. 
Fear most lest death deceive, and are delighted 
When they have hope to cease. 

Aur, You seem to say 

That death, whate'er we think it, is as welcome 
As love or light 

Fran. Oh ! no, no, not as welcome ; 

As common, yes — a fact that takes its colour 
To suit our view. Why is it I say this ? 

Aur. In truth, my lord, I know not. 

Fran. Does it happen 

That in our passages of greatest grief 
The mind will slip without its master bias 
To thoughts of what is blissful } 

Aur. No, my lord. 

Fran. Why, then, there's conjury in this life of 
ours. 
The weights are not laid even, for when we're 

happy 
And at the top of joy — ^no jot to add — 
We speak of earnest things. 

Aur. And so you do. 

But I, not I ; I think of sorrow now 
As of a stretch past reach. Oh, look you there ; 
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See how the patches of the birches green^ 
Gracefully first with all their leaf^ soft flame^ 
Are splashed upon the darker wood — staid boughs 
That wait for spring's unfolding ; promise^ too. 
Of growth and sure increase. 

Fran, Aye so, my wife. 

For us, too, earnest of what time may bring 
To make us sharers in a single name 
Blessing communion, and much dearer still 
Than those our vows exchanged. 

Aur, You speak delight. 

And I who have no answer but my hope 
Must listen tongue-tied. Did you say, my lord. 
That in the fanfare of your brother's marriage 
You would confession to the wide world make 
That you had cast for me ? 

Fran, Oh, sooner, sooner; 

You wish it now ? Why, Aurea, would you wish 
We should so soon our single joy abate. 
And let them peep ? 

Aur. Oh no, not now ; but, dear, 

A secret grows unlawful being kept. 

Fran, Is that a man goes there ? 

Awr, Where ? 

Fran, Below. 

Down in the gorge the leaf is parted rudely. 
Loss of the world ! it is a messenger. 
And in my father's scarlet. 

Aur. He has seen us. 

Fran, Then stay you now. This fool can be 
bought silent. 
But better let him have no babbler's seeing 
To make his talk of. Call your woman here. 
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Give her some summons to withdraw her quickly; 
Do 't now, and as of course. 

Aur. Shall I ? CamiUa ! 

Camilla ! here, Camilla ! 

[Enter Camilla from lodge at back. 

Cam. Coming, madam. 

Aur, My lord, what shall I say } 

Fran, * Quick— I '11 speak. 

(To Camilla,) You were called here, my good girl, let 

me say — 
The dress your mistress came in — look to that — 
We may ride soon. 

Cam, My lady wishes me 

To have her habit ready } 

Aur, Yes ; I *m coming, 

I '11 follow you. 

Cam, It will be ready, madam. [Exit Camilla, 

Aur, Why, what is this } 

Fran, That she was seen, that 's all. 

And good for my purpose. HiUo, hillo, sir ! 
It was a long stride from Saluzzo — what ! — 
That brought you here. [Enter Messenger, 

Mess, O sir, I *ve found you. 

And praised be God, your highness; we have 

searched 
The best part of four days. 

Fran, Why, what 's ado ? 

Mess, Ado ! I am not bearer enough for it. 
My news is potent, pitiful, your highness ; 
I do not bring it to you, there are heralds 
Waiting within the hamlet a league off. Please you, 
They will make answer to your lordship. 

Fran, Come, 



40 THE PRINCB act n. 

ItiLonL This is not prosperous talk, good capUin, 

DOW, 

For men, though ikllen and bedrid with sin, 
Ciy out on peeping Tom ; let the shrewd eye 
See but in fancy what the look and words 
Would claim as easily seen. 

Cupiahu I shall not quaneL 

SmaU thanks has he who in a flattering world 
Makes trade of speaking plain. — Out on him all : 
A fortune-teller of the worser sort, 
\^lio 'd spell us crossly. Lousy talking man. 
To crow us out of our prerogatives. 
Our dose lips made to keep the tongue from view. 
And eyelids given to fence the glaring sun. 
Tush ! what would she be who is in the wood. 
Walked she with other than ' Immaculate ' ? 

1st Lord. She 'd not be caUed that. 

Captam. Called, ay, there you are. 

The general voice is best. 

5tnd amd Srd Lords. The Prince! The Prince! 

[Enter Framcesco. 
(ComU Argeniiere goes forward, andj kmteUmg, receives 
him.) 

Francesco. Your knee. Sir Count ? This is a due 
reserved 
For kings and heirs of princes. 

Q. Argeniiere. StiU I kneel. 

And am more sorry that I kneel to you 
Than glad to do you honour. They who 're gone 
•Merit our praises first. Your brother — ^prince — 
Oh, who had thought that an old man should say 

it!— 
Is now no longer that. 
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Fran, My brother ? 

Ct. Argentiere. Dead. 

Fran, I do not think it. 

CU Argentiere, O my lord, 'tis true. 

Dream you the lips at such a time could move 
To frame a dreadful lie ? 

Fran, Mistake me not — 

My mind has yet no meaning of this matter^ 
And what is seems as if it were not come^ 
So strangely is all changed. My brother, dead ! 

Ct, Argentiere, Though sorrow clamour at the 
door, my lord. 
The past has no abatement. 

Fran, Tell it aU. 

How came he by this end ? There lives no man 
Whose heart, in entertainment of its hate. 
Could plan such mischief. 

Ct, Argentiere, Nor was any done. 

It is deceiving, the first kiss of death. 
And we were mocked by it, mocked upon that 

day 
When he first fell, and falling in a slumber 
Was in anticipation almost mended 
By that dead sleep, and so from hour to hour, 
In the stark folly of the wise, was growing 
The better to awake. Alas ! it was 
The sleep that knows no waking. 

Fran, Oh, oh, oh ! 

I was as innocent that de^th had touched him 
As a blind man. 

Ct, Argentiere, Peace, peace; you loved your 
brother. 

Fran, As much as a weak, doubting nature can 
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One much more strong and simple. — When was this? 
I mean, when did this sleep that has deceived us. 
Exchange its warmth for cold ? 

CL Argeniiere. But four days since. 

The day your highness left. 

Fran, So much I learned 

From the sage tongue you sent me in the wood. 
At eight hours, was it not ? 

Ct, ArgetUiere. At eight of the clock. 

Fran, At eight hours of the clock — why, I was then 
No further from Saluzzo but my horse 
Started upon the note of a faint sound 
Coming from the far town, but eloquent 

CL Argeniiere. Of death in life, my lord. 

Fran. Why, so it seemed. 

For there was something struggled at my heart 
Like living fear. It came into my head 
That moment — that, at that moment, I 
Perchance into those dignities had come 
Which once were his, are heavy, and of the kind 
The true proud man could want. 

Captain, Oh, hours before ! 

Fran, How say you ? — You do mock me. — It 
is a trifle. 
But keep your tongue at home. 

CL Argentiere, Forgive him, prince. 

It was a stray word, and the knowledge of it. 
The sad, cold way of intimate last hours 
And manner of his passing, this will come 
Best when the hurry of grief's ended. 

Fran, No ; 

Let me have news. Come, sirs, no parley now. 
You would not fret me on a word. Come, answer 
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For it is water to my thirst to know 
What that word meant. 

Ct. Argentiere, The tale is brief and bitter. 

This sleep of your brother's, as from hour to hour 
It grew more calm, set rest into the minds 
Of those who watched him. It was a child's sleep. 
So placid : and the doctors, pleased and proud 
That they had meddled with no medicine where 
Great Nature was at work, left the strait charge 
To one attendant, and one taper burning. 
This, my good lord, was then about the hour 
Of dying afternoon. They were most weary. 
And coming back thereafter noiselessly. 
Threading the corridor of sleep with foot 
Light as the dust's fall, and pushing back the door 
With touch as still, saw in the silent room 
The waiting boy asleep, the finished taper 
Waving its last, and there upon the bed 
The statue of pale strength. They told me after. 
They stood tiptoe : they were afraid, my lord. 
But when they heard the light breath of the boy 
Each spoke to each, and on the instant running 
Felt the chill hand that, chiselled upon the sheet. 
Was, like the marble, cold. There was no breath ; 
Only, the skin upon the forehead felt 
As some damp cloth had pressed it lately. 
All was as if some god had carved some god 
For men to worship dead. Oh, then was hurry. 
Loud cries that all the startled palace filled 
With tramp of stumbling feet. — Long time they 

worked 
Doing some bold indignities to death 
For dear life's love. But all was past, my lord. 
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The priest stood there, his trembling fingers 

spilling 
The Church's pact of peace : and your dread 

fiather 
Stiffs as a man stands when he hears from sea 
His fleet has vanished. Nothing was there 

heard 
But at the bedside rip of linen down^ 
The noise of warm flesh upon cold fleshy sighs. 
And breath of those that laboured. At the 

last 
It was your father cried out, ' Peace, an end : 
We do but quarrel with the will of God. 
Cover him up, and let our records hold 
That when the sun was warm upon the earth 
Three hours ago, God struck me in this way ; 
And let the great bell tell it to the town. 
My son is dead.' Oh, it was pity then 
To see him move apart. 

Fran. Most pitiful^ 

And I was heir, not knowing, some hours 

before 
This bell that might have told me he was 

dead. 
Ct, Argenliere. Some hours. 
Fran, There is a God in heaven who watches 
O'er bad men's lives. 

Ct, Argenliere, Oh, say not so, your highness. 

Heaven does not slack her watch upon the good 
When they are stricken. Death 's not evil alone ; 
Alive or dead the good men have their profit. 
And live not far from blessing. 

Fran, Ay, but. Count, 
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I have a thought all men are bad to-day 
And that the globe is sick. — I am not well. 
Clio herself could not unmoved have heard 
And registered this story. Set us on. 
Pay me no heed. These horses you have here 
Are fresh, I hope. It is a long day's going. 

END OF ACT II. 

(Ten days pass,) 
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ACT III 

SCENE I 

Throne-room in the palace of Saluzzo. Marquis, 
Chancellory Count Argentiere, and Lords, 

Marq, His colour is not of our fancy, then ? 
He does not kindle ? 

Chan. No ; not as yet, your grace. 

Nor speaks he of the lady Domenica 
The least in way of marriage ; what he thinks 
Is matter much more private to him. 

Marq. I do not know what is't that ails the boy. 
It cannot be what we have kept at heart 
Much more than, as resigned to^eaven's will^ 
We should ourselves have done. He and his 

brother 
Were never nearer than their blood, but that. 
Though that in fulL Division is not love. 
And temperaments most opposite incline 
To no great stretch of liking. 

1^^ Lord. Each respected 

The father in the son. 

Marq. Your silence there. 

We tread too anxiously the edge of greatness 
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To lend the ear that, surfeited with ease. 

Sucks, half in dream, its sweet. Entreat your 

tongue 
To entertainment of more substance, now 
That we wait answer. — If it be not this. 
And this it cannot be, we beat wide, lords. 
Nor have the clue what pining or what regret 
Keeps him retired in melancholy, his mood 
As one who in life's luck defeated ever 
Had vowed to cast no more. 

Ct. Argentiere. He spoke of an affection forced, 

my lord. 
Of marriage in a cold bride's bed. 

Marq. That 's words, sir. 

Or but the cough that at the blind man's play 
Is meant deceiving. An affection forced, — 
He spoke of this ! God's wounds, we were come 

low. 
If princes, like the unchartered beasts that die. 
Should mate them at their will ! We think indeed 
His brother, though the court phrase kindlier ran. 
Had just this much of love, — ^he saw the Princess, 
Their states were like, nor were they either 

tinder 
To have caught fire before. There is no haste, 
I would not ask those young ones to be wed 
Till they had struck up friends. The first step's 

all; 
And let the announcer of this double grief 
Tell it but half :— one who was Prince is dead. 
But still her lover and the Prince is living 
And life continues full ; she 's halfway won : 
For love that of one object keeps regard 



48 THE PRINCE act m. 

Ever that place where once her star has shone 
Holds dearest, and with hope-'gainst-hoping eyeB, 
Will search the changing blue. 

Chan. Your grace reads well* 

The heart of women is a book that women 
Know is best read by men. But, sire, this future^ 
This happiness resting upon one will. 
Is far up in the air with that one will 
So wide of your great call. 

Marq, And wherefore so ? 

You make no answer, and no answer 's well^ 
For where there is no wherefore some day comes 
When opposition 's dead. 

Ct. Argentiere, These are best hopings^ 

Nor vain, your grace, if we had now to deal 
With stuff that in the force of fire would bend^ 
Even most slowly — but there is a strength 
Secure in its even temper, and as cold 
As thawless firost. 

Marq. It is a dreadful thing 

When nature from her rigour is astray. 
And £ei11s to looseness, when the young die first. 
And all the sons remaining take their cue 
As if the old had died. Unnatural things 
Flaunt it not so as does the modem man. 
In daylight too. — We speak not by the book. 
He has some trouble closely at the heart. 
Else this were otherwise — the best of sons ! 
Had he, my lords, within your scope of knowledge^ 
Some slip of youth } 

1st Lord. My lord, I put it to him. 

Marq. How put it to him ? 

1^^ Lord. Gently, as ashamed 
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Of what I said was said. 
Marq. And what said he ? 

1^/ Lord, My lord, there came such anger in his 
eye 
As needs no voice. Dead men have seen the 

same 
When, ere the roar, the wounded tiger looks 
On its tormentor dead. 

Marq, And said he nothing } 

1st Lord, No word. 

Marq, None. Then the mischief's 

out 'Tis nothing ; 
For of young men of the less worser sort 
There are some few who, though their chasteness 

blown 
Is now no bud, keep constant to that loose one 
Who in the heat of generous and blind youth 
Entrapped them first ; their errant virtue guiding 
Where honour has no course. But that's soon 

over. 
There comes the time when twenty thousand 

virtues 
Are not worth good report. 

Ct, Argentiere. He is not built 

Within the praise of those he would contemn 
To wrap him smiling. 

Marq, All is one, my lord. 

Smiling or sad, he'll drink that potion down. 
Pleasant is praise even from the most despised. 
Dead souls and withered hearts, whose utter value 
Would scarce buy boards to nail their bodies in. 
1st Lord, He looked not shamefaced, lord, nor 
as he felt 
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His past were soiled, but much as one far seeing^ 
Who with some higher prompting beat it out 
Against safe good. 

Marq, Well, well, that 's how it goes ; 

That is the way it takes them, the young men. 
They are so virtuous in their viciousness 
Our virtues seem half vices, safe cant only 
And little to our pride. 

Ct Argeniiere. Your grace still sees 

This good world all too dark. Your loss was 

precious. 
This stop was outside credit, and so by now 
The long hoot of the owl is in your car. 

Marq. It is too true. We have much injured him, 
And in the habit of that general blame 
Precedent to the loss of every hope 
Spoken but idly. He 's beyond our guess. 
Nor have we of the movements of his mind. 
That twine so deeply round a purposed thing. 
Ever had sound. He has some matter here. 
Some scruple, some nice case of conscience, fit 
For one whose path the everlasting flower 
Strews with its petals white and dry. Alas I 
The loud voice of a stricken father's prayer 
Will scarcely reach that height Said he not aught 
As plain as words } 

Chan, There was a gentleman, — 

Why, now I think of it, there was one who met him 
This very afternoon, and speaking freely 
For lack of something in his mind, began 
To praise the air, your grace yourself, the Princess, 
His brother dead, his heedless auditor. 
And everything beside, and so from this 
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Fetching about for words said it was strange 
Virtue had grown so common. 

Marq, Yes ? 

Chan, At that. 

Half as one makes a confidence, the Prince 
Smiling a little, laid his hand on him : 
' There are some virtues, you must know, my friend. 
Too easy, in the doing ' : to which our fool 
Made answer with grave air ' Never was one 
Came easy but to the nature of a prince 
The gifts of princes.' 

Marq. Yes, and then ? 

Chan, Oh! nothing. 

The Prince was off in dreams, leaving it there. 

Marq, We are not children. Do you think, my 
lords. 
We are so callow that our wisdom 's pleased 
To be let loose on this ? These nods and words, 
A hundred meanings we could hammer out of. 
But none we 'd know for true. Have patience, then ; 
Time runs no faster for impatient men. 



SCENE II 

Throne-room in the palace of Saluzzo, Enter 
Francesco alone, 

Fran, It is not mended if it stays at rest. 
For she 's no wife, nor can I now by her 
Do that I thought was done. Suppose her strict. 
Too strict to wander from my married side. 
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She will not hold me married. Words are woids. 
But who with words assisting would remain 
Unactive at this pass^ and why should I 
So glory in myself to think that highest 
For which perchance my warmer nature pled. 
And nothing of my soul ? 'Twas grossly done 
To put the duties of my place at hazard 
On such a cast, as 'twere in young men's vows 
There were no leaven of these private thoughts 
Which priests bless smiling. I have fallen in honour. 
And like some common fellow have embraced 
The phantom form of pleasure, — joy of the sense ! 
A sweet thing too, nor was there monstrous sin 
To be so human. All is in the past ; 
A sensual fault is but a sensual fault. 
No more, when once forgotten. (Enter Theodore.) 
Theodore ! 

Theo. No ghost, my lord. 

Fran. I did not hear you coming. 

Theo. No ; for I came with the delaying feet 
Of one in haste called back. What wish you now ? 
When last I saw you it was, — ' Bear my letter. 
And with most hurrying speed. Take it to her. 
Nor let that mouth that made me music's servant 
Chide you for loitering.' So you said, my lord. 
And much besides of an unwelcome way. 

Fran. You have these writings that you speak of, 
Theodore } 
For with them you do carry Caesar, — 
His peace of heart at least. 

Theo. Be satisfied. 

Fran. They must not be sent now — ^not now, I 
mean. 
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But presently. I am not cold enough 
To write these lawyers' letters of set form. 
Polite and chill adieus^ words, phrases, wishes. 
Leave-takings that kill love, — not yet so cold. 
Though 'twere the truer kindness. Wait awhile, 
Lest she, presuming on my tears and fire. 
Should think me wanting in my part of man, 
And still to be pursued. You know, sir gallant, 
We scarce can end a love-match with our hearts 
Still longing. Oh, with pain within the heart ! 
And all this show I cast for, melting, melting 
Before mine eyes that fed on younger dreams, 
And know the real thing a dream, — the dream 
The star that mocks men in their sodden folly 
With its white truth. Shame on our lying tribe 
To play such parts, well knowing them for parts. 
And never venturing on ourselves at all. 

Theo, Then I am not to go ? 

Fran. No — ^yes — ^in three days, 

Four, five, six, seven. Any time you will ; 
I must be started on this journey first. 
And out of reach. The letter tells her truly 
How once a man fallen upon a chance 
Decided as befits the mind that judges 
The greatness of two issues, not as one, 
A theorist within a chamber locked. 
Who broods on sacrifice, and so, aloof 
From the plain witness of his middle kind 
Misses the lever at his hand to mould them 
Upon a better way. The saints play loose, 
Thinking of nothing but to save the pawn 
Which stands for their dear soul. But she 'U not 
think so. 
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She '11 never think the ounce of private fiuth 
Was to the public for their fortunes sold 
But on gross cause. So therefore I am gone 
Before these letters reach her. 

Theo. Dear my lord. 

This will leave her still doubting. 

Fran, Men must choose 

The best of two bad courses. That 's the choice ; 
There is no other in the world of men. 

Theo. This business touches you too close. This 
maiden 
Was fair, 'tis certain loved you, was discreet. 
And did much credit woman, but with that 
We must remember there was difference 
Between your places. 

Fran, Almost certain, sir. 

Theo, A word in your ear. She must have fiancied 
something 
To care to drag you down. 

Fran. Why, yes. 

Theo, She placed 

Her chief thoughts on your person, which is warrant 
Her blood is amiable. Trust me, my lord. 
She will not pine without a husband long. 

Fran, I were persuaded of that days ago 
Could I but think it. Trust your friend, my friend. 
To suck such solace as is by men procured 
From saying over pretty things, and thinking 
What's true as sad can be crowed down. See to it 
You give my message when I 'm gone. 

Theo. My lord, 

I am your friend, your servant. [Exit. 

Fran. Such are friends. 
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The hollow and assenting voice of favour : 

It matters not what whirlwind's in the mind^ 

Mad scene of cross desires^ cross hopes^ beliefs 

That vex each other ; agreement is their cue. 

Nor ever from them comes the open voice 

Whereon reliance grows. 'Tis over now. 

Nor should I, were my choice more amorous. 

Think that for pure love, faith, or single mind 

My choosing had been done. I must be blest 

With the new C3mic spirit of the time 

To give no credit to myself, to think 

Whichever way I follow, I follow it 

To please myself, and so 'fore Heaven I do, 

And so to the naked eye does every man. 

Serving, as serve he must, his chief desire. 

Nor can the sheep that follow their leader well 

For their best bleatings alter any way 

The pivot of their kind. Long years ago. 

The trackless shepherd in our Italy, 

Not seeing as he walked the ground or cloud 

For that sad sinking feeling of lost heart. 

Had bent his knee for guidance. Ay, but prayer. 

Save in the heart of the much hoping man 

It finds its answer, is unanswered. God, 

Who is the large scheme, sees the large scheme too. 

But keeps a blind eye to particulars ; 

Self set, complete, diffused, a Being built 

Of a most infinite and hidden nature. 

Lonely, yet breathing in the whole. Why now. 

There are some men who 'd make no force of God, 

But they 'd conclude too plain. All 's one for me^ 

Alone on his bleak journey each forth goes. 

Friendless amid a world of friendless things. 
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SCENE III 



Corridor in the palace ofSaluzzo. Enter girls, 
singing. 

Let lords and the brightest of girls be gay. 

There 's life in the day : 
But whether there 's sun or whether there 's cold^ 

The bravest man will still be bold. 
In a very cold wind^ 'neath a true cold sky^ 

The robin was singing rarely : 
Come away, come away. 

Trip it lightly ere you die. 

Trip it lightly, trip it fairly, 
A day in the sun is a day for the king, 
And a d3ring bird is a beautiful thing. 
And it's come and kiss me early. 

Who is the happiest girl alive ; 

Answer ladies, answer ladies. 
She in the midst of London town. 

Or she in the port of Cadiz ? 
Blythely the yokels whistle and thrive. 
And it's up with the live one and with the dead 
down. 

For everything bom to fade is. 
Then come in the ring, and in the ring sing. 

The water 's ever flowing. 
And the boat on the sea is \he boat for me. 

On land old Death is mowing. 
And death is a beautiful, wonderful thing. 

But it 's better still to be growing : 
Come away, come away. 
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The sun that was bright is upon the lea^ 
Trip it lightly, trip it fairly. 
Make your bow to dying day. 
But come and kiss me early. 

Chris, Yes, I think that's the sort of song for 
the times. 

Ann. And the times want a song somewhere 
between sad and merry ; is it not so, girls ? Alack, 
for a woeful suitor ! Did you ever see a lover set 
out to marry a princess with such a rueful visage ? 

Chris, That 's a question I cannot answer, for you 
are fancying again, Annette. In the first place, he 
did not look over and above woeful. In the second 
place, it is one thing to go off to court a maiden and 
another to marry her. 

Mar. You are both quite wrong. Certainly the 
Prince looked grave, but not more grave than wa3 
proper, for we do not lose a brother every day. 

Liic. Not so often as our friends. 

Mar. No, not so often as our friends, though I do 
not know what you mean by that ; and in the second 
place, my dear, when a man has plenty, and stands 
high, and is as popular as the church on Sunday, 
asking may not be the same as getting, but they 're 
very close cousins. 

Chris. A woman may say so, and have small sense 
of the dignity of woman. 

Luc. Oh, dignity! there'll be dignity enough 
when we wear breeches, and if there be not, 
there 'U be none, for to that we are coming. 

Mar. No harm, no harm* When we ride cross 
saddle the men will have more time for spinning. 

Chris. You are right; things are getting along. 
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The time will be when a girl will pick her husband 
as discreetly as a maid her mistress. 

Luc, That's smart for talking; but who's this? 

[Enter Camilla, 

Ann, Some one who does not know her own busi- 
ness, or she would not be seeking it in other 
people's houses. 

Luc, (advancing to Camilla^ dancing and mocking,) 

How now, gossip, here are slanders ; 

Will you walk a little way ? 
All is not precisely right in Flanders — 

Oh, goodness ! I Ve lost the tune. 

Cam, Prithee, lady ? 

Luc, Well, not altogether that ; but what brought 
you here, mistress ? 

Cam, I have a cousin who serves the major-domo 
at Court 

Luc, Have you so ? — and his name ? 

Cam, Jose — Jacopo Frascati. 

Luc, A pretty enough name for nothing. Why, 
he was employed here about the time of good King 
Bountiful, who ruled our great-grandmothers. Come 
now, you have no such cousin. 

Cam, I am but a country girl, ladies. I do assure 
you 'tis true. 

Ann, There is no such man here. What wished 
you of him ? 

Cam, Only to pass an hour with him, and to 
hear the talk of the Court. 

Luc. Oh, that was all, was it } Te-he ! You should 
have said so at once. Everybody is curious ; and if 
you are a very good girl, we shall soon tell you 
everything that everybody knows. 
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Mar. Let the girl alone^ Lucille. Can't you see 
this is another of those cases where Master Cupid 
wants whipping? You have some lover, perhaps, 
who has gone off in the Prince's train, pretty one ? 

Cam, The Prince has gone off, then ? 

Girls. Caught out! caught out! You have the 
quickest ear, Margot. 

Cam. But is the Prince well, then ? 

Luc. Oh, come, here is talking. We shall learn 
something. What was the matter with the Prince? 

Cam. He had had a fall. 

Chris. Lord, lord! No wonder there are some 
pagans still, news travels so slowly. The Prince is 
not the Prince, yet the Prince is the Prince — 
answer me that. 

Cam. Indeed you puzzle me. 

Chris, Why, where have you been not to have 
heard? The Prince who was ill is dead, and the 
Prince who was well is alive ; or to make the story 
shorter. Prince Francesco is the Prince in room of 
his brother deceased, since Wednesday two weeks, 
at five. 

Cam. No, surely ? 

Ann. But surely yes. Prince Francesco had 
scarcely left the Court to go hunting when the 
Prince that was the Prince was Prince no longer. 
There's circumstance for you. Do not look so 
stupid, girl. In the midst of life, cries the preacher 
— in the midst of life. 

Cam. And this is the prince that has gone off. 

Mar. Come now, don't play that game any longer. 
Either you think yourself very witty, or we have to 
deal with a fool. What prince else would be likely? 
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(Raising her voice.) The Prince, Prince Francesco. 
He has gone off with his train to marry the Princess 
Domenica. 

Cam, Gone off with his train to marry the Princess 
Domenica ? 

Mar, Certainly; it's not a lesson you've got to 
get by heart Do you wish you were in her shoes ? 
Any damsels who 've any designs on him had better 
make haste. But what 's all this to your business ? 

Cam, Oh, 'tis enough. [Going, 

Mar, Are you going ? 

Cam. Yes; you say everybody knows this, and 
there is no more to be got from you. 

Chris, Oh, plenty more. 

Cam. Keep it for the newcomer, then. Good day 
to you. [ExU. 

Ann, Upon my word ! 

Luc, 

Upon my word, said the cobbler to the stockfish. 

Upon my word ! 
You are a very ciudous kind of fish. 

Upon my word ! 

Ann. Oh, have done with your nonsense, Lucille. 

[Exeunt Girlsy laughing. 

SCENE IV 

A lodging in the tonm of Sahizzo. 

Aurea discovered dressed in hoy*s clothes, 

Aurea. How shall I make this to my good lord 
good? 
A girl that runs from school. But he '11 not know. 
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Or will he not ? Camilla is so foolish. 

But then she knows so little, he '11 be glad — 

Only my husband had a friend who served 

About Francesco : and so she went to leam^ 

Among the byways and the Court's full gossip. 

Of what the young prince did. There was no harm, 

Nor told I any secret to the girl 

Of who my husband was. Then I was weary. 

The blue bird on the trellis pleased no longer^ 

And such thoughts as he '11 smile to hear me voice 

Kept me from quiet. Why was he so long ? 

Oh, why was he so long, my dearest lord ? 

He was not faithless, he who gave for me 

Half what the ripe world owns. But I was fearful — 

No, no, not that — he does not love that way — 

Uneasy — ^we had builded on deceit. 

Most needful, yes, but then my heart misgave me 

That Time, that looks for reaping, would require 

I 'd reap what I had sowed. — Can I say this ? 

It does not matter what I say — he 's here, 

And all will be forgotten. 

[Rises and walks abotd : a servant brings in candles 
and goes out. 

She's so long. 
Prithee Camilla, if it should be evil 
The news you bring me, you poor innocent. 
You know it not for such : nor could it be so 
Without some great ill had befallen my lord 
With which the city had rung. It could not. 
Men have been longer silent from good cause, 
Love, at the best, is not with them what 's nearest 
The reason of their life. [Enter Camilla, 

Camilla, My lady alone ! 
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Aur, Oh there you are^ Camilla ! Come and tell 
me; 
Sit down^ sit down. Now tell me all you know. 
How is the Prince Francesco ? Where is he now ? 
Come^ I must know that, he is with my friend. 

Cam, The friend of your husband ? 

Aur, Yes, my husband's friend. 

Be not so nice, but tell me. 

Cam, Well, my lady, 

We 've had this toilsome journey all for nothing. 
He 's not to be found here. 

Aur. Not to be found ! 

Cam, Not in Saluzzo, madam. 

Aur, What do you mean ? 

Cam, I mean he's not here now; he was, but is not. 
We can make nothing from the absent, madam. 

Aur. My good Camilla, you are tired. 'Tis certain 
You do not answer as you should. This trouble 
Has put you from your senses. 

Cam, Not at alL 

I tell you but what 's true, he 's gone indeed. 

Aur, But Prince Francesco 's with him ! 

Cam, Yes, he's gone. 

Aur, Where has he gone ? My husband 's gone, 
you say. 

Cam, No, madam, not your husband, but the 
Prince. 

Aur. Tell me the whole of your story your own 
way. 

Cam, I had it from the singing ladies, madam. 
While you were marrying, there were the greatest 

doings 
About the Court Lord, how our lives are mixed 
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With those of great ones ! for it seems that day 
The Prince had died (the elder prince, you know, 
Who loved the foreign princess). Then they sent 
For Prince Francesco, who by chance was absent, 
And so they patched it up, and he 's gone off. 
And with him your good husband's friend, to wed 
His brother's may. 

Aur, It is impossible. 

Cam. There 's little that, my lady, and in sooth 
There 's not much wonder, for those great ones think 
No more of marrying than we do of dining. 
Let it be in the day's work. 

Aur. 'Tis true, I think. 

You heard not when this prince you speak of died ? 

Cam. The day you married, madam, but 'twas only 
To-day they started. 

Aur. Do not think for me, 

I pray thee do not think, but tell me now. 
And do not trouble what I ask : at what hour 
Of that dear day, the dearest day for me. 
Did the Prince die ? 

Cam. Faith, madam, I do not know. 

They told me, but I 've lost it. Let me see — 
The Prince Francesco had but left the court — 
They told me that — and I remember now 
(They'd told me the hour, my lady) that I thought — 
Why now I 've got it — it was five, at five. 
The very hour that I was bom, my lady. 
But that was in the morning time — good faith 
You are not ill, my lady } What 's account ? 
It does not matter, sure. 

Aur. No ; not at all ; 

Heaven be my judge, it matters not at all, 
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No, not at all, neither to him nor me. 
For we were married. 

Cam, Smre — mj lady, sure. 

The Prince's dying cannot alter that. 
No living prince can make you husbandless 
Or blot your marriage. 

Aur, So I think, Camilla — 

Camilla, we shall make a further journey. 
The Prince's way of going cannot be secret, 
And with the Prince must be my husband's friend. 

Cam. But, madam 

Aur. Do not answer me, I wish it ; 

Stay for a moment. 1 've a thought just now — 
Such fancies will usurp the brain. I 'm sorry 
To trouble you with fancies. I am sorry 
You are not learned in the law, Camilla, 
And cannot help my fancy ; but suppose 
This prince that is the heir should marry one 
Strictly in form of marriage before God 
Without the sanction of this princedom, would you 
Consider both as married ? 

Cam, Gracious lady. 

Sure you do know. 'Tis not considering does it. 
He could not make her honest. But for sure ' 
There 's no such one. It is a princess, madam. 
He goes to marry. There 's no case of law. 
'Faith, I am stupid to have let you think 
He had stolen off from Court to find some baby 
To be his madam, Madam. 

Aur, Oh, what is this ! — 

Camilla, you must never speak again 
Using such words. I do forgive you now. 
You have forgotten who I am, but I 
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May not forget your constant duty. Leave me^ 
Get for yourself some shift of outlaw weeds 
Like those which now I wear. — Unsex your clothes^ 
But not your tongue^ Camilla. Get them soon, 
For all 's in haste ; we have but a few days. — 
See to the door^ Camilla. 

Cam. Yes, my lady. 

[Exit Camilla. 

Aur. Am I myself ? I feel no tremor here, 
And yet my day is done. He '11 not forgive me 
If I forbid this marriage ; we must live 
Married but single — I despised, and he 
Thought most unlucky in his love. But if — 

God forgive me, if I 'm not in time 

What would be then ? Francesco, did you think 

Of a long life mated with one who knows 

You in your deeds, for she 's no wife of yours. 

No wife of yours, Francesco, and must know 

She is no wife ? Sure, she 's a maiden 

Who would not creep to an unlawful bed 

Were it she alone who knew it. Oh fie for shame ! 

No parting taken, not a word, my lord. 

And in the secret way of underhand, 

A silent-footed robber ! Oh fie, my lord. 

Oh fie on such true vows to have gone back. 

And on deceits so loosely made for me 

One on the other, as if truth were dead, 

To have heaped my own deceiving ! — He 's abused; 

He would not do this thing, nor could it happen 

Without commands ; entreaties had overborne 

His solemn and royal will. I must be near him, 

1 must be nealr my husband, near my husband. 
My husband's friend, my innocent prattler has it, 

G 
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. H«s gone off with the PHnce. Why well^ she 's going 
To be with him : oh, with my prince, who stood 
Betwixt two courses, deviously wise. 
One in the pale light of the heayenly truth. 
And one in dialing, gallant colours drest. 
And knew not which was evil. Lady mine. 
You who have care of maidens, and so then 
Dear care of marriage, send into his heart 
The spirit that receives truth. Let me be 
Your officer alone, one without thought 
(As, so' Heaven help me, I must think no more) 
Of what might have been happy. Give me honour, 
For all my pillar of honour in the world 
Is fallen ; I have no honour in the world. 

SCENE V 

Forest lying north of Alba, between Saluszo and 
Verrua, Aurea dressed in boy's clothes, and 
Camilla in woman's, 

Aur, 'Faith, I am weary of this roadless forest. 
And the leaf-shadowed sun. 

Cam, But, madam, you chose 

To leave the high-road and the villages 
For this much shorter way. 

Aur, Oh, prithee, come now ; 

Should I have left it if you 'd dressed, Camilla, 
As I did bid you ? Well, you know I left it 
To gave the curious eye and whispered word 
That waited every passing. 

Cam, Good my lady, 

A thousand times I 've said I could not get them. 
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Those hose and trunks on which you'd set your 

heart 
And who 's the worse ? They '11 whisper till they 're 

sick 
Before I care. What are we, after all ? 
A woman travelling with a young man, madam. 
They do not know our names. In country places 
We can do anything. What could they say ? 
Two women had done this or that, my lady, 
Or — well, a woman and a boy. 
My faith, if they knew me not, I 'd quickly 
Take part in a bachelor's feast, run riot. 
Dance Spanish dances, with the highlanders 
Sing psalms without good clothes on^ laugh or play. 
Jig like a foreign fool about my Paris. 
I would, my lady, this and anything 
Were I not known. 

Aur. Camilla, must I say 

I will not have those random speeches from you ? 
You are distraught : some fire is in your blood 
These last few fevered days. It bodes of evil 
This journey and this sexless wandering. 
This guise that gives you warrant, my poor Camilla, 
To talk as we were what we seemed — mere rogues. 
Without the friendly circle of housed man 
And his good breeding. 

Cam. I am sorry, madam ; 

But everything I say, you bring this up. 
It is the kindness of your nature, madam ; 
You think I care what they say — ^not a twitter ; 
What harm can they do me ? 

Aur, Nor should we care 

What were the censure of the wide world, girl. 
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Know you it scarce is afternoon ? And now 
I hear some voices. Likely they are some 
Who know this wood. 

Aur. Command them here^ Camilla, 

They must not pass ; give them a call to bring them. — 
And I was thinking, boldly impious, 
We had been near forgotten. 

Cam. There they come. 

Oh, me ! what hungry faces. Speak them fair; 
They look not safe. Run, run, my lady, run. 

[Aurea stands hesitating, 1st Robber advances, 

1st Robber. What have we here ? you called. 

Aur, It was — my sister. 

We cannot find the path, there are so many. 
Which is the one, I pray you, my good fellow ? 
I meant you no discourtesy to call. 
Not any wrong, good sir. I pray you, say 
Which of these paths will lead towards Verrua, 
And out of this great wood. 

1st Rob. Where have you come from ? 

Aur. We left Saluzzo ; but I wish to learn 
The way that 's forward, not for home. I *ve gold. 
And that you '11 earn for guiding. 

1^ Rob, Is it so ? 

We would see some. {Aurea shows gold,) Let me 

have that fat purse 
And you '11 be safe. 

Aur, I cannot give you all. 

1st Rob. Give me the purse. [Snatching at it. 

Aur. You would not rob us ? 

1*/ Rob. Ay. 

Look you now^ chicken-face, give me that purse. 

[Sfiatching at it as Aurea turns to run. 



70 THE PRINCE act hi. 

You would not run ? (Snatches purse from her.) 

There, there it is, see now, 
It had been quicker given. 

Aur, (panting,) Have you honour. 

The least small particle of starved thieves' honour 
To rob a woman so ? Utterly lost. 
And now but prey for wolves ! 

1st Rob, What ! you 're a woman ! 

Aur, Oh, have pity, pity — oh, for God's sake, pity ! 
My life 's upon this journey. Give me back 
But that to win us through. 

2nd Rob. Come, Pietro, come. 

Throw the wench one of her ducats now ; 
'Twill be luck's poundage. She 's a shapely one. 
I '11 take the fee. (Embraces her, Aurea struggles, 
draws her dagger, and offers to strike the Robber.) 
What, would you ? Take it then. \Stabs her. 
There 's for yoiu: boyship. 

Cam, (running to her shrieking,) Oh, my lady, my 

lady! 
1^/ Rob, Stop that quean there. 
Cam, (running across stage,) Help, help ! 
1st Rob. Stop her, I say. 

\Srd Robber catches her, and stabs her. 
Cam, Ah ! ah ! [Falls, 

Srd Rob, (looking up from the body,) Run, run, 

sirs, we are caught, — the Count ! 
2wrf Rob, Take you the left road. 

[Exeunt Robbers, Enter Count of Acqui 
with his men. 
Count, These were women 's cries. 

And near about this spot. (Stopping at Camilla's 

body,) Oh, horrible ! 
Here is their harvest ; dead, quite dead, but warm. 
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They're gone but now. Curse on their swollen 

pack. 
That ripe with dreadful ravage leaves its prey 
Even at my gates. Is there no place for law ? 
Have they not had their justice ? have they felt it. 
And still fear nothing ? 

Attendant (at Aurea, from opposite side of stage,) 
Here is one, my lord. 
In much like case. 

Count. Two murdered ! 

Atten, No, my lord. 

Wounded ; and yet this boy looks resting only. 
As if too glad to be at rest. His breathing 
Is faintly placid : he has fought and fallen. 
And looks to have no care. 

Count. Bear them both in. 

The live one and the dead. We must collect 
The whole of our strength, my friends, for there are 

times 
When justice singling misses foes, and doom 
Must fall on suspect, unsuspected, all. 
Both men and women, the guiltless too, if justice 
Is anyway to be done. 

[Attendants bear Aurea past him. 
Is that the boy ? 
God ! I would think my love in dreams had come 
To visit this earthly place. O dear my friends, 
My heart is full of some strange lightness now. 
And wherefore know not I. But, hope the best. 
So heavenly was that face, we must hope still 
We have begun to see the end of ill. 

END OF ACT III. 

(A month passes,) 
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ACT IV 

SCENE I 

Throne-room of the Marquises of MotUferrai. The 
Princess Domenica and Prince Francesco discovered 
injull court. The Princess on the dais, and beside 
her an empty throne. Prince Francesco standing 
on the floor with the courtiers, and the Chancellor 
reading from a roll. 

Chancellor. The seignory and fief of Montferrat^ 
The mastership o£ Alba^ and the lands 
Dependent on that city; the right of justice * 
Above the justices^ both high and low : 
These rights and titles^ dignities and powers^ 
And all of which we now may stand possessed 
Or will so stand, reserving such not claimed 
As still our privilege and belonging, these 
We, moved both by our sovereign will, and by 
The law and custom of this marquisate 
Divest ourselves of^ and in turn invest 
The conjoint right in them again in us 
And in the Prince, our husband, both for each 
And each for both, since this our nuptial day. 
Wielding a joint and several power, and ruling 
As Prince and Princess. Given 

Domenica, Enough, enough* 

Read you no further, my good lord ; let this 
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Stand for our wilL Give out unto the people 
What all of you have heard. 

[Prince Francesco puts his foot on the step of the 
dais, and ascends, as she gives him her hand. 

Oh welcome^ sir ! 
[The Prince seats himself on the vacant throne. 
We have no duties that are heavy now, 
With you beside : of ourselves the best part 
As made by marriage. 

Courtiers, Hail, hail, hail, long life ! 

Francesco (rising). We thank your hearty welcome. 
Must you be gone ? 
Take our best wishes with you. And you, sir soldier, 
[The courtiers file out, the chief courtiers kissing 
his hand. 
Be you as eminent in the field as ever 
Your counsel's wholesome at the board. Good 

bishop. 
The Chiurch's weal is yours. We are much beholden 
To each and all. A general farewell now 
Till our next meeting. 

[Exeunt all but Domenica and Francesco, 
Domen, (descending foom the dais hand in hand with 
Francesco.) This was easiness ; 

It seemed but a part played. I must have met you 
Some time in youth, so natural they seemed. 
The priest's words, and my power's dividing, and 
The whole of the long ceremony that 's over. 
You being here. Two children of one dream 
Were not more easy wedded. 

Fran, We were chosen 

By the long-seeing Fates to wed this day. 
It was a thing that from the world's beginning 
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Gave moTement and direction to the dust 
Of which we come to be compounded. 

Domen, Yes, 

For one long moment of sweet Dfe to live. 
Until with those who subject peoples ruled 
We bow to that dust's empire. 

Fran. I did not mean 

To lead you. Princess, to such thoughts of the earth. 
Which is the covering of the quiet dead, 
Wlio have no longing, who do not move in sleep. 
Nor anyway are troubled with the past 
Or life which was uneasy. I but spoke 
Of Fortune, and the chance that sets men's lives 
At last in their true groove, makes of us men. 
Because it finds us in the dusty world, 
A thing our manhood cried for, a true wife, . 
Equal to us in state, and thinking with us. 
So we remain the masters of our thoughts 
When they are uttered. 

Domen, Masters else are we 

Of nothing, for in true marriage there 's no part 
That fits not in the whole of the two lives 
It thinks to make as one. We are most happy 
From the huge world's dividing lines, Francesco, 
To have come together thus. 

Fran. Oh most, most happy ; 

Nor could there be in such a marriage royal 
Ever more perfect union. But we must live 
Not for ourselves alone. From our blest state. 
The heart grown ampler, as partaking now 
In double blood, must spring the wide desire 
That all mankind were of one interest. 
And sharing with us ; as creatures in a field 
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Are made more happy by the throated choir 
That shake the leaves with love. So, happiness 
Stealing upon the earthy heard in May-time^ 
Or in the fallen winter, will give around 
The tokens of its warmth. Because of it 
The whole earth drinks of joy. 

Domen. 'Tis true, 'tis true. 

For all you say it as one half in dreams 
And not as wedded newly. — There again. 
Oh now again, my prince, you have that look 
Which I, when first you came, saw in your eyes. 
The unfathomable look in your grey eyes, 
Hiding the unshed tears. Oh, then I love you. 
Most then I love you, for then you seem to carry 
The knowledge of the misery of men, 
As one who 'd suffered in the wiser way 
Of sharing thoughts with all. Oh, I can lean, 
I who have spent such long, lone orphan hours. 
On one who knows my secrets. 

Fran. It is kindness 

Of you to praise my sad looks, when much rather. 
And like a youth in love with your dear self, 
My eyes should dance in jubilation, pleased 
To call so much of beauty mine, and proud 
That I was he who called it. 

Domen. . That is a way 

Not followed by men of my liking, never 
By such men as you are. I 'd wed a man, 
One who had thoughts more grave than the bliss of 

lovers. 
And who in marriage would look for counsel, one 
Who would not sweeten on a face. Oh yes, 
Your brother when he came had this of you, 
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The moment's anger brought a pallid look. 
As if a stone were angiy. This was all 
Of likeness in yoa both, and, dear my lord, 
Man's gentleness and anger when they 're wedded 
Make up my chief of men. Are you not pleased 
To hear your praises sounded ? 

Fran. Pleased, my princess ? 

Who would not be ? I have not been so easy 
In all my mind since that day I first heard 
My brother had been dead. 

Domett. 'Tis noble in you 

To wish the cause away that makes you great. 
And have your greatness all unwished for thus. 

Fran. Speak not of that No, no, you '11 pardon me. 
But there 's scant merit in a private grief. 
What 's done is done, I know ; nor should we think 
Of what cannot be otherwise with thoughts 
That shame our present We should think what 's 

past 
Is really dead and buried. 

Domen, Nay, nay, nay : , 

Let grief be honoured in the heart, although 
Not shown to every stranger. We are princely. 
As every one is princely who so thinks. 
And, being that, must keep a face set cold. 
But must not, for that cause, play false ourselves 
With what *s within. 

Fran, Why, say at once we 're human. 

As everything is human, whether prince. 
Or king, or God : leading two lives at best. 
One from the greatness of great office, one 
From the sore law that will not let a rule 
Be followed, but some private heart is hurt 
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With which ours trembles too. This is great talk 
And suited to our play-house state^ but nothing 
As we should talk, my dear. We should be silent. 
We cannot think to make a world with talking 
Or to prove anything. Oh, let us end. 
And sit awhile in silence in the garden. 
I would not even think where roses blow. 



SCENE II 

The garden of the castle in the forest. Enter the 
Count ofAcqui. 

Count, She has been ailing all this time, yet 

mostly 
So well, the first beginnings of my venture 
Might have been heard. These are the prosperous 

hours. 
When nature, resting from her hurt, receives 
The proffer of love best. Ay, these were days 
To lay the first stones of my building ; 
But duty to the field will draw the soldier 
Though love call from the tent. That was my duty. 
But now that that is done, and this wood 's clear 
Of robber, outlaw, landless men, and such 
As have been justiced rightly, I may put off 
The sword of my father, shield, defensive arms. 
And enter ladies' places. (Enter Aurea with a white 

cloak over her hoys dress,) Greet you, lady. 
How well the morning graces you ! How pleasant. 
Think, for a soldier who has come at night 
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To pmy belated dotj^ to be now 
Your leisored bost ! 

Awr. Is mil then done, my lord ? 

I am most ba{^iy, for this work of justice, 
Thou^ most well being done, still in the doing 
Is most unwelcome need. 

QnaU. But men who kiU ! 

Good sooth, I think we are no more sometimes, 
When we take any pleasure in our justice. 
Though done on forfeit lives : but life 's a war 
That cannot be well waged with ladies' hands. 
Which minister to the wounded. 

Aur, Noble sir. 

You judge your actions with too nice a favour. 
Nor were there on the lawless earth at all 
Places of haven, were there not such men 
As you, to punish. 

Count. Tell me that again. 

For I do count myself past hoping happy 
Hearing your low applauding voice ; my wounds 
But trifles paid for dearer fame and meed 
Of virtue's self 

Aur. You are the kindest man 

And bravest that is kindly. So much I '11 speak. 
And count it beggar's pay to you, my lord. 
Who with what would be gentleness in a maiden, 
O'erlooking my strange dress, have done to me 
More than there 's words for. Think me not, my 

lord. 
Wanting in thanks that I can say but. this, — 
You are a gentleman. 

Count. And you the star. 

The single planet burning in the west. 
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Making the other silver fires of heaven 

Show faded as the lady moon^ and cold 

As all my world without you. Would I speak^ 

Or could I trust my life on few short words, 

I 'd say — O hear me ! — when you came it seemed 

As if ihe fielded grass was springing flowers. 

And there was colour everywhere, sound, scent. 

Warmth everywhere ; and now I think the earth 

Always contained but you, was always rich ; 

I cannot think what fashion had my thoughts 

If it is truth I was without you once. 

And wondered at the spiritual life of birds 

That are a part of air. God's blessing on you, 

Grod's blessing, if you yield me no return, 

I still must look on that path you have crossed. 

Not as most men look backward on the past. 

But with tear-radiant eyes. 

Aur. I thank you, sir, 

The more that in your thoughtfulness you plead 
As one who knew my answer. Say no more. 
There was no marriage that did come to good — 
Forgive me, I must say it — that was sprung 
From such a sudden gust. 

Count, Believe me, yes. 

Look in my eyes, and try even to think 
You say what 's true. 

Aur. Oh, no, no, no, no, no. 

You must not for a moment think of this. 
I have been much i' the wrong. 

Count. No, nothing ever 

Not in the least thing. Oh ! 'twas I o'erstepped 
The single modesty left to men, in speaking 
Long e'er a sign. Lost is that day 
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On which the fancy, working in a man. 

Moves him to think his dreams of what he would 

Were substance of dead time, imagining 

And living in the world of sleep and wake 

That 's never come. But lady, had you thought — 

Such are my thoughts of women — had you thought 

As I did wish you might, there was no word 

Uttered by you, nor any simple deed. 

That in my fancy of my true love's speech 

Or guarded maiden action, I had wished 

Had been some otherwise. Forgive a soldier. 

Flaming among his troop, feared more than loved. 

Voicing his least wish, undesired, obeyed. 

Who, building as men build, by contraries. 

Fancied his wife not more desired than you^ 

Nor more desiring eager. 

Aur. O sir ! O sir ! 

Let that be in the past I have made a vow 
That never man shall have this speech of me 
Until the duty of my journey 's done. 
And no, not then. Bid you farewell, my lord. 
And God requite you. 

Count. You 're not fit to traveL 

Aur. Not fit to live then, sir, for when I stand 
My pulses too stand stilL 

Count. ToVerrua? 

Aur. There where the Princess holds her court. 

Count. But I 

Am going to Verrua. 

Aur. No, my lord. 

Count. 'Tis true, 

This very day. I cannot if I would 
Alter my course of journey, for in this princess 
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Runs the same bloody though nobler^ that in my 

veins 
Calls out on her as cousin. 

Aur, How strangely 

Our fortunes are disposed ! 

Count, 'Tjs not more strange 

Than that you should be you. We might be other, 
But are not, being ourselves. However that. 
There were commands come here, and by this time 
I should be gracing my great cousin's marriage. 
But that this wood was up in lawless war. 
And none could stir unarmed. 

Aur, And now you go } 

Count, To-day ; the first day of the peace, secure. 
Mules carrying bridal gifts. If you must journey, 
You will so far be piteous to a friend 
A9 much to grace his train. 

Aur, When is this marriage ? 

Count, The great world has been shut upon us 
now 
For near a month. We may be still in time. 
Or may not, if our fortune cheat our hopes 
Of seeing splendour. 

Aur, We may be as those maidens 

Who, long dela3ang, were when the bridegroom 

came 
Foimd wanting oil to guide; to whom the bride- 
groom. 
Speaking behind the closed door, coldly said, 
* I know you not.' 

Count, Indeed, and indeed, we^ may. 

Though my new cousin will not be like that bride- 
groom, 

F 
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But in some newer fashion will welcome us. 
Early or late. 

Aur, We may not read the future. 

CoufU. I have not seen you like this any day^ 
For all that there were times when your glad voice 
Seemed charged with-sorrow of its own. You fear 
Some terror in the darkness, or my wild words 
That seemed to count you, what I never thought, 
As one so lightly honouring yourself 
As apt to come unwooed, have left a fever 
Behind the hurt they made. 

Aur, Nothing of this. 

Count, Then let it be as we should wish it still ; 
Both whole in mind and thought, the best of friends. 
We'll keep together. 

Aur. As your page, my lord. 

Count, Even as my page, or as my princess royal. 
Loved, but to whom no subject raises eyes. 

Aur. But as your page, my lord. 

Count. Well then, as that. 



SCENE III 

Throne'room of the Marquises of Montferrat. A full 
court. Enter courtiers several^, lords, the Count 
ofAcqui and his train, with Aurea, dressed as in 
the last scene. 

A Lord. You are most welcome, royal sir ; we have 
heard 
Of your late peacemaking, for good news travels. 
When it is told of great ones, quickly and sure. 
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Last night we had the sky painted with fires 

To announce your work. Now all the town rejoices 

In your most liberal deeds. 

Count, There 's nothing done 

But what was duty. 

Lord, The Prince will not hear that. 

Count, Where shall I find his grace ? 

Lord, Stand here apart. 

Look where they come to sit in session both^ 
To pass their sentences. That done, my lord, 
His highness will hear you. [Count draws behind 

with Aurea, 

(Enter Prince, Princess, Chancellor, Bishop, and train,) 

Francesco, (ascending the dais with the two thrones,) 

Good day to all, 
And let the justice of our judging run 
Not wide of mercy ; let our mercy still 
Fear not for pity to strike. (To the Princess,) Is 

that our cousin, 
On whose white shoulder our red leopard crouches. 
Proclaiming his degree ? 

Domenica, Where ? There ? It is 

Our loving cousin Carlo. 

Fran, Welcome, Count. 

(Count makes a step forward,) We are much in debt 

to you. Oh yes, believe me. 
We are indeed. Were there a hundred such. 
Our province were the gem of little earth. 
Though earth were cleared of rankness. 

Chancellor, Pray, your grace^ 

Shall I now call the court } 

Fran, Pray do so now. 
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Our leisure will attend you^ Count ; what 's pleasant 
Must wait on the cold office of the judge, 
Of which the badge is red* 

[A clearance is made in front of the throne, and 
the prisoners are brought in. 

Aur, {aside,) Is this my prince ? 

Count, (to her.) Not yours, lady, but mine. My 
Prince, and honoured. 
See how the colour from his face of youth 
Has faded, how the hectic in his cheek 
Bums, as the man were but an image there 
Of swayless law. 

Aur, He is but human, too. 

Chan. There are two causes only here for judg- 
ment. 
One since the doom is royal, and one, a light one. 
Since many have petitioned against the sentence, 
And think your highness will think kindlier 
Of what were passion's faults. 

Fran. There is no question 

Of cither's guilt, this woman's or this man's ? 
Nothing 's disputed f There are no facts to find 
Looking towards innocence, or not that way ? 
I am not here to try these causes fresh. 
But to pass sentence ? 

Chan. Verily, your highness. 

Fran. Let the first come first. What did she do. 
This woman with the vacant eyes that seem 
To stare on vacancy .> 

Chan. Outside of wedlock, 

Three months scarce past, a child was bom to her, 
f'rom which, for fear of men, not fearing God, 
She has withdrawn the breath. 
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Fran, It is a crime 

Most pitiable^ and the instant pity comes 
The whole dark house of life becomes unsteady^ 
For we see all. But oh, bethink you, woman, 
O mother miserable without the babe ! 
The law that, pitying, cannot see for that. 
Looks with blind eye upon our strengthless youth. 
And our young days are fears. You have been 

punished 
Already long past feeling ; you have lost 
More than you hoped to gain in losing honour, 
And hope 's a name for you. Yet raise your heart. 
Strengthen yourself that you are one with those 
Who have known sorrow. Meet your future well. 
For there 's but sorrow in your future. Think 
Not for one moment that the one is law 
Above the law for all. Let her be prisoned 
For one year's space. 

Bishop. But this is murder, murder, 

And murder calls for death. 

Fran. You speak, my lord. 

As we were bom the servants of our words, * 
Not they to serve at need. The lawless man 
Who, bit with enmity to men, or taking 
The right of justice in his hands, lets life, 
We may not for ourselves have loose among us. 
For he breeds fear in living ; but, good my lord. 
What fear we from this frail and beaten one. 
Whose heart is wounded past man's aid; whose 

hands — 
Poor wasted hands — would hurt no mortal thing. 
So she should creep through day succeeding day 
Till it was dark again ? Oh, who would venture. 
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Thinking to hide her deed^ if even this law^ 

Discovery and the prison's lonely doom^ 

Which sounds so light to you, moved with sure feet 

And never tarried ? O my good lord, believe 

Our laws preventing faults are perfect, else 

We couple vengeance with the law. 

Bishop, Your grace 

Can make new laws ; the old law is with me. 
And death for death. 

Fran. You are a priest of pity. 

And by that love of pity are sustained. 
Which, in the first days of your infant Church, 
Won men to keep your law. Let pity cease. 
Preferring your law to it, your Church is fallen 
Dry in her fount of life. 

Bishop. I have said alL 

Count (aside.) Such things my heart has sung to 
itself at night. 
But this is in the day. 

Domen. (to Bishop.) My reverend lord. 
Here 's but the best of your good doctrines back ; 
And often you have taught me in this fashion 
When your face smiled. 

Bishop. Our places are reversed. 

And I must now be schooled. 

Fran. Call up the second. 

Chan. This man, your highness, though but lewd, 
is pious. 
Yet ever was at blows. Not five days since. 
In his red anger he did maim a woman. 
But not to hurt of life. 

Fran. Say on. 

Chan. The judge. 



8C. m. THE PRINCE 87 

Most learned though most youngs a tender scholar. 
Not used to these street brawls, nor their bad ways. 
Flashed out at once — ' the hundred stripes for him/ 
But now he 's sorry for it. 

Fran. Let me translate, 

I have ears, my lord, and eyes to see this fellow. 
For time long past he has been dangerous, 
A brute with brutal strength, who has made terror 
Wherever the weak walk. A word, a blow. 
Weak men and women, ay, and even the child, 
Slink when he passes. Is this true, my lord? 

Chan. He does not know his strengtii. 

Fran. I asked, my lord. 

If this were true. 

Chan. It might be said, your grace. 

Fran. With truth ? 

Chan. Not one jot false, your highness, still 

There 's more. 

Fran. 1 have not finished. He is one 

Who, when his tourneys of the week are over. 
Makes peace with Heaven. On feast-days he is seen 
To render thanks for strength; at times too brawling 
For things esteemed — the Church's power, or mine. 
Or say perhaps my partner's — ^worthy soul ! 
Ignorant, yes, but not the more unfitted 
To wield the cudgel. What ? 'Tis even likely 
This woman had not been cast so near her death. 
Had she been loyaller, more devout, or rather 
More in the way of thinking of this man. 
'Tis likely, is it not ? 

Chan. You have his picture. 

Fran. What is the prisonment that would be given 
In lieu of this ^ 
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Chan, 'Tis as your highness pleases. 

Fran, What would the judge give^ do you hear, 
my lord^ 
In lieu oi this ? 

Chan, I did not catch the drift 

Of what you asked, your highness. 'Tis near to life 
To suffer this man's blows, and would be less 
To drag the sweep of the galley a whole year. 

Fran, Let that be added to his stripes. 

Bishop, Your highness ! 

Chan, His highness means, I think — 

Fran, Break up the court. 

Bishop, Forgiveness is for all, my most dread lord. 
Men say there is some writing on all hearts. 
And sure upon your grace's is engraven 
Mercy. 

Fran. Have you then mercy on the weak. 

Bishop, What's done we cannot change, but what's 
to do 

Fran, Break up the court I am to be obeyed. 
Break up the court. Stay, there is one who loves 

me. 
One who loves order, who has beaten down 
The savage and the violent man, who harbours 
The fair white form of peace. Come near me. Count. 
We are not all made up of penalties. 
But sometimes have the leisure to be ourselves 
Bestowing thanks. Wear those gold links of ours, 
[Detaching collar^rom his neck. 
And let none think, my knight of the Eagle now. 
We have been careless of your Roman deed. 
Driving the kites away. (Coming down from the dais,) 
Go in with us. 
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Dear cousin^ who hast brought this marriage gill 
Of a wide land now safe. My good lord bishop^ 
You have some friendship with the County I think P 

Bishop, It was my pleasure. 

Fran, (joining their hands,) Give to me the right. 

my good lord, a judge's office sits 

Not easily on young shoulders. I have descended 
And may say this to you. We say no more, 
But your ripe understanding will translate. 

1 am not easy in my mind, and sometimes 
Offend my better. 

Bishop. Nothing your grace has said 

Gave me the pain that is not dead with this, 
Which lies with kings to offer. 

Fran. Let us go in. 

[Exeunt Prince and Princess, Count, Chancellor, 

Bishop, and train. 
[A few courtiers left, and among them some ladies, 
who draw together. 
\st Lady. Shall we go then, madam P 
%nd Lady, We may as well. This was a strange 

scene. 
\st Lady, Oh yes, not really stranger than yester- 
day's, though that passed off more quietly. 
Znd Lady. Things went off smoothly yesterday. 
\st Lady. Yes, I say so. The wonder is they did. 
Don't you remember the strange sentence on the 
heretic ? 

Srd Lady. I don't blame him for that. I never did 
lee why a heretic should be burnt. 

1^^ Lady. But you are not pious. Besides, it is not 
a question of the kind of death with the Prince. 
The sentence was trifling. 
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^rdLady. Yes. 

lit Lady. Well it cmn't last,— it can't lart. 

Srd Lady. People are always sajrin^ tlftat, bst 
tilings go on lasting. Yoa ean see £br jooradf there 
is no feeling against the Prince. I do not aaj tiiere 
is feeling &r him. People are surprised : bat if joa 
mean he is nmning his head into a nooae^ I do not 
see the rope making. What do joa want, boj ? 

Aur, I came in the train of the Qjant, ladies. 
Can jou tell me die waj to his lodging? 

Srd Lady. What Count ? There are a hnndred 
counts here. 

Attr. The Count of AcquL 

Srd Lady, Oh, joa came with him« Bat hell be 
lodged in the palace. 

Aur. I do not know. 

Srd Lady. It would be in the North Wing they'd 
pat him^ woald they not } 

\H Lady. Very likely. 

9rd Lady. Come with me anyhow, boy^ and 1 11 
show you. Is this your first service ? 

Aur. Yes. 

3rd Lady. Then yon are new to the Court ? 

1st Lady. Of course he is. Why, he '11 settle our 
dispute for us. Out of the mouths of babes^ you 
know^ Lady Angela. Come, child, what did you 
think of the Prince ? 

Aur. Of the Prince .> 

lit Lady. Yes, I mean what did you think of his 
appearance, of how the people took it ? Did you 
not see that he was saying what was unlocked for ? 

3rd Lady. Oh, the boy is too young. 
lit Lady. Not at all. At least he saw what we all 
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did^ that he pled rather than judged ; that he was 
altogether uneasy^ like a man afraid. 

Aur, Indeed^ no. • 

IstLady. No! 

Aur. You do not know him. 

1st Lady. We! 

Aur. You do not know him: he has been with 
you for weeks, weeks, and you think he was afraid. 
Why, you will next think the jackal is the lion him- 
self. A child could have seen he was not afraid. 

1st Lady. I did not mean afraid as afraid or 
frightened, only as cautious, and, you know, one 
must take care of oneself. 

Aur. I do not think he was thinking of himself. 
But I am tired. Will you show me my way } 

3rd Lady. Come, then. [Exeunt Srd Lady and Aurea. 

2nd Lady (impulsively). Oh, how well you managed 
that, Lady Ursula ! I suppose my thought was your 
thought, and you did not think that was a boy of 
fifteen. 

1^/ Lady. What makes you think that ? 

2nd Lady. The answers you got. Children don't 
answer in monosyllables, and then break out as 
they 'd been thinking all the time. 

1*/ Lady. Now I come to think of it, that 's true. 
But I assure you I only meant to keep her in talk. 
It was my eyes, not my ears, I was using. I thought 
so when she was talking to Lady Angela, but I 
wanted to make sure. 

1st Lady. All the same, I don't think the Count — 

1st Lady. Well, it would be monstrous. A Knight 
of the Eagle ! Certainly the Prince is unfortunate 
in his favours. 
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4ih Lady (entering suddenfy). There ycm are. I 've 
been hunting for you everywhere. Did you stay 
wheilt the Prince left ? 

2nd Lady. Yes^ we were here talking. 

4th Lady. Why^ such an odd thing happened. 

2nd Lady. How ? 

4th Lady. I was standing behind the Count of 
Acqui in the crowd. You know that page he has. 
Well, he addressed him as 'lady.' 

IH Lady. That settles it. 

4th Lady. Settles what? 

2nd Lady. I don't think so at all. He would not 
have said it if it had been. Oh no ! It must 
be some pet name. Well^ I'm glad there's no 
scandal. 

Ist Lady. Come along, and we '11 tell you. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV 

Upper room in the Palace, A candle on the table, a 
small fire burning and a bed. Aurea alone fvith 
a white cloak over her boy's dress. 

Aur. God does not hurry in his way, but watches 
Things ripe themselves, that we may learn, if 

willing, 
The shape of what we 'd do. Oh me ! Oh me ! 
How strangely looks the future when 'tis come, 
How pitiful and strange ! Was this his hope. 
He who was happiest in those secret hours 
When none marked him, a target to be now 
For every eye unpleased, with anxiousness 
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To be his bosom playmate^ and sad dreams 

Of what the past was to vex him in sleep ? 

Never thought I, this eager brooding man^ 

Upbraiding the great priest — God pardon me, 

I did not think the wicked were kin with us 

Till he said that — 'Twas sorrow's voice, my lord^ 

That spoke in you of you. How pitying, 

Nay but how noble in his wrath he stood. 

Breaking their law ! So will you stand, my lord, 

As some oak stays and winters every wind 

Till it has fallen in eld : you will so stand. 

Rooted as now, even when the tempest comes 

With the collected storm. Am I then angry ? 

Nay, now not that, not busy any more. 

I feel some languor creeping over me, 

As if myself had never part in this. 

And what was waiting both for me and him 

Was to endure the rest. What Heaven has willed 

We may not for the pity of the thing 

Be the dumb voices of — where is this lady } 

I should be going to her now. {Faint knocking,) 

What's that? 
The wind ! Good wind, you gently shake the door 
That must be opened truly. (Rises, goes to the door, 
and meets Princess.) Ah, ah, ah ! 

Domen. Peace on your life. Harm not a woman 
Whose good name 's on your cry. 

Aur. Nay, who are you } 

Domen, A woman at your need, no less I think. 
If also at your mercy. 

Aur. Why have you come ? 

Domen. But as I say, to serve you. You 're but 
young. 
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And know not all the evil of the worlds 
'Gainst which the innocent caught in the toil 
Can flutter only. 

Aur. Tell me what you mean ? 

Domen. I speak but to a page, one young in 
years. 
But not, if I may read your witness eyes. 
Unused to thoughts not youth's. You serve the 

Count, 
And as you serve him, have a peep at Nature 
When she is at her purest. You must love him. 
Or let me say, must honour that in him 
Which is twice rare. His welfare must be yours. 
And never by your way, actions, or words 
Would you, if willingly, give birth to that 
Which would be grievous to him. 

Aur. No, faith, no. 

Domen. I know not, boy, what country you are 
from. 
Nor of what house the hope. I have not heard 
When he first met you, where you found him first, 
'Tis not for me to know : I would not know. 
Nor break upon the secret, holy perhaps. 
Which you are guarding, and least if your secret 
Is what all say. Believe but there are tongues 
Which, honouring not the good fame of a man 
Nor any lady's fame, say that of you 
Which needs no telling. 

Aur. How ! say this of me ? 

Domen. If you are what you seem, 'tis a gross lie, 
But then they say that 's what you are not, lady. 
And with the Count. 

Aur. Oh, speak to me, your highness ! 
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Fence not yourself with words that hide your 

thought. 
Tell me this horror. Tell me. Tell it all, 
I too am but a woman. 

Domen, Dear lady, then 

Forgive me that one moment of my tongue 
When I forgot myself. I am the cousin 
Of him I seek to serve, to you a stranger : 
But seeing your sad face within the crowd 
Even to-day at Court, I guessed you then 
Some lady with some sorrow hard to bear. 
One who 'd already suffered, and I knew. 
Even to-night, the babbling women's talk 
Had substance in its venom, and then my heart 
Leapt out to you so friendless, here alone 
Among these voices. 

Aur, You are my friend, I think. 

Domen. Indeed, and indeed, though but a friend 
that crosses 
Your path and is away. Oh, stay not here. 
For let the motive of your coming hither 
Be what it will, here there is danger making. 
Which wisdom 'tis to flee. Consider only 
The thousand voices in these whispering walls 
Have set their eyes on you, and what 's your secret 
Must be so not for long. Oh, think, how could you, 
A maiden in a man's disguisings, meet 
The slander of their careless tongues ? Nay, surely, 
And with your faU you must drag him too down 
In whose protection you have hid yourself. 
He knowing or not knowing, — which I know not. 
Nor for what cause 'twas done. 

Aur. I made a vow. 
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Domen, To stay here at the Court ? 

Aur. Unrecognised 

Of any eye in Verma to remain. 
Till what I came to say, or do, was done 
In the good time of Heaven. 

Domen, Not in this palace ! 

Not here! You would not stay here — Choose 

your home. 
Oh, anywhere but here. Nay, do not start 
All may be well : as Cjod listen to me 
I wish you very well : all may be well. 
Poor child, even very well, if you but go. 
What secret is your own, you can nurse that 
As well away as here. You will go then, — 
Oh, trust me, child, this is no place for you. 
Not if your message touched this kingdom's good. 
No, not if to the Prince you brought the news 
Of some lost war or treaty. Ah, forgive me. 
For well I think this canker at your heart 
Has touched more you than any prince or state 
That lead but abstract lives. Some day perhaps — 
Will you not tell it me ? We might be friends. 
The Count was my playfellow, and my place 
Gives me the right of love to those of women 
Who have not all my power. 

Aur, God is at rest. 

Domen, Nay, nay, look up ; you must tell this to 



Some day — ^not tiow. Think not of weeping, child. 
It will be as you wilL Nay, come, come, come. 
We must not think to part. There is a woman 
Named Canzia DonateUo, one who served me 
And loves me as herself. She lives near here. 
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In that street called the Straight. Give her this 

ring. 
She '11 keep you private, and no one can know 
But I. Make me your pivot in this matter, 
And whom you will, the Count or any one, 
I '11 send you thither. We can right this wrong ; 
There never was the wrong could not be righted 
Between two women, dear. Kiss me good-night. 
I dare not stay now ; to be here at all 
Is to step near my grave. 

Aur. Good night, sweet lady. 

Good night, good night. You are not hurt by 

this. 
And are the first of women that much trusting — 
Nay, 'twas a woman that you trusted — nay, 
Be it your hope that never nearer harm — (Knocking, ) — 
I am infect. This side — oh, quiet, and quickly. 
Who's there? (Overturns table and puis out light.) 
Ah ! Coming. Who are you that knocks ? 
No, no, you cannot enter. 

Sentry, (from outside.) Is all well here ? 
• Aur. Oh, pardon. I was sleeping by the fire, 
And at the moment I was startled. Tell me. 
What is it that you want ? 

Sentry. I thought I heard. 

Here as I walked, some sighing in this room. 
Low speaking, and then sighs, as if some woman. 
Restless though buried, were speaking to herself 
Of what had once been dear to her — ghostly talk. 
With which they say the faint life of the dead 
Is in those visitings the easier borne 
By those poor spirits. 

Aur. I have the habit, sir 
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To speak to my heart in sleep. That and the wind 
Have made you fancy this. 

Sentry. That and no more ? 

All is weU^ then ? 

Aur. With me here and alone 

It could not but be well. Good night, and thanks. 

Sentry, Good night in turn. 'Tis near at ten 
o'clock^ 
And my relief comes near. But sleep you sound. 
They who relieve me will keep patient watch 
For your particular guard. They say those voices 
Are not at times best heard by those most near 

them. 
For all they walk. [He is heard retreating, 

Aur, Princess ! now, when he 's past. 

Domen, 1 stay here but to thank you. The way 's 
clear. 
Excellent ! how light our danger looks when gone ! 
There was small danger, really. I was timid. 
Count yourself much the less my debtor since 
There was so little to fear. Nothing my debtor, 
'Tis I who am your debtor ; 'twas your quickness 
That made it little. Yet why was I so fearful 
When last I touched this door ? 

Aur, Vex not yourself 

With prying in the secret mind, but go. 
Dear lady, go, (Exit Princess,) And I — ^must I 

stay still ? 
I could but stay to put those slanders past him 
And speak the truth to her. Oh no, not that, 
Not now when she has warmed her by my fire. 
Out, foolish fear, that whispers in the cold 
That there's no going now. I am so cold — 
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Never, I think, was any girl so cold. 

I cannot hear the beating of my heart 

When it should fly so fast. His hand is on me. 

That even the youngest know by instant fear. 

Though he will touch but once. Oh stay but yet. 

Fret not me with your cold. You have your time. 

Even at all hours : I am so weary now. 

Death ! I am most pitifully afraid. 
Let me to sleep — I dare not go to sleep. 

1 have forgotten how to think to-night. 

But must soon sleep for all. O Carlo, Carlo ! 



SCENE V 

A Terrace with open doors ai the back leading to a 
banquet-hall in the Palace. Francesco, Bishop, and 
two Lords. 

Francesco. My lords, we are late; these revels 
are not for us. 
Who should be now in bed. 

\st Lord. Good night, your highness. 

Fran. Nay, do not leave me. Leave me not here 
alone 
To face these owlish stars. My good lord bishop, 
I wonder if it ever crossed your thought, 
Upgazing at that jewellery in the height. 
That we are like some men, close huddled, sirs. 
Upon a ship at sea. This planet, take it 
For the strange ship we 're on, and that black ether 
For sea, the sea we voyage about, our lives 
But movements to and firo this vessel of earth 
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We cannot guide. We are but seamen, suppose^ 
Who never saw the sun, — dark mariners. 
Like men in life, my lord — when lo ! some fellow, 
Slipped from the deck of our huge ship, is drifted 
Wailing into the wave. There is a cry. 
But then there is but stillness in the ether. 
And we keep pattering to and fro the deck 
As we did heretofore. I mean the rest 
Who have not yet slipped over. 

Bishop. No, my lord, 

I cannot find the substance in your fancy. 
Which yet is fancifuL 

Fran, It is less matter. 

Who cares — not I — ^what wayward fancies come. 
If 'tis not in my dreams ? Oh yes, my lords. 
In the dry light of day we are ourselves. 
And at each doing think, speak, do, not merely 
The servants of what *s gone, our spent life's servants. 
The sum of the succession of past men 
Who once we were, but also — and in this free — 
Live beings who can add their present nature 
To what they 've been erstwhile. Awake, we speak 
Each instant, from that instant, but in the night — 
Ah ! 'tis not so at night, not in our dreams. 
Where we 're no more than the dead part of us. 
Sloughs we are done with, and but the shadows of 

dancers 
To tunes we have forgot. Oh, not by me. 
But by the stray fool in the series 
Were these things done. I have no power, my lords. 
To act as I would now — in sleep — no power ; 
But ever must be toiling the stale round 
Some idiot like me ran. Is it not so ? 
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Have we not all known this, — the way of dreams, — 
That each man must be younger in his sleep, — 
Oh much, much younger, and must watch in 

dreams — 
Watch, say I — ^must endure to be again 
The thing he was ? What tyranny is here. 
That we can grow no older being asleep. 
As if the soul knew nothing of future time, 
Nothing of that which still is welcome, sirs, 
Because it has not been ! 

Bishop, There are some of us 

Who cannot find their lost youth in their thoughts 
Waking or sleeping ; they are old, my lord. 
And are not glad therefor. 

Fran. Well, well, take comfort. 

For even the youngest soon must climb the hill 
The old have mounted, and see there in the valley 
The grave for feet descending. It is for all. 
This climbing and going down. But take your 

sleep. 
It does not come to all, this death in sleep 
Which brought me here. 

1st Lord, (aside.) Still brooding on that note. 

2nd Lord. Good night. 

Bishop. Sweet sleep, your grace. 

1st Lord. Good night, your highness. 

[Exeunt. 

Fran. How blank the night looks, though her 
fires are lit. 
Companioning the eye ! Cold twinkling fires ! 
Yet not the rain itself, washing the sill 
In a September, speaks to more in man 
Than these pale points that light their useless goings 
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Till, burnt out, they are dark : some even, they say, 
Ages ago burnt out, and but surviying 
As seeming to shine on. Ahis, alas ! 
Once like them to have felt the fire fan free 
The full stroke of the blood in every vein 
That raced about the body, to have drunk 
Warm wine, the spices of the earth, to have known 
The heart was trembling in its rejoicing, — now 
No longer. To be left a vacant thing 
That only seems — the wretched wreck of me 
When sleep has done her worst. Often in sleep, — 
How often ! — have I thought to find her waiting. 
The bird-like music in her mounting throat. 
That cried on welcome ; and that old, blind man. 
Often I 've seen him, heard his strange, high voice. 
His stick upon the gravel, and but once 
Her, with the silent tears coursing her cheek. 
Holding his dry, hard hand in her dear hands. 
And speaking comfort ; comfort, but not for her 
Who blesses with it, — I must not think of this. 
Oh, who dares think of comfort, being a man ? 
Who dares, not sunk to ease beside his hearth, 
No coward's dust in his bones, to stir no step — 
No, not for power or honour, not if the storm 
Shake his frail house ? Oh, never think of it. 
Comfort ! what comfort is it to be alive. 
To sit with rogues about the camp-fire's side. 
Round which, too, each face lit up by the glare. 
Their lusts sit crowded, fellows that on a quarrel 
Would fling their fellow to the waiting wolves, 
'Gainst whom they built their fire ? To be alive. 
What comfort ! ever to watch the tide set in 
On all one's hopes of doing, to die slowly. 
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And at the green part first. Who can change 

nature^ 
Or^ looking up from men to that unmense. 
Find there the warm and spiritual life of love 
He fondly imaged ? O life in darkness lost^ 
Dark and without a guide ! how many souls 
Find suddenly their hope gone out^ and darkness 
With clamour strident in it^ falling around 
The discord of the others' voices, rising 
When ours is still ; no use to speak, they learn. 
Those beaten souls, no use ; and yet, how many 
With the hope-hunger never dyings fight on. 
At war for peace ! Oh, I have thought, and often. 
Of the dead prophet with the mild, sad eyes, 
Who spoke to men of peace. Peace, where is peace ? 
There's none no more; the man's against the 

world. 
And in the heart its anguish. We must do. 
What service has the taper but to bum. 
Beneath the stray moon and the coursing stars 
To yield a steady flame } 

[Enter Theodore from behind, 

Theodore. My lord, my lord ! 

Fran, I do not hear you. I am here alone ; 
I would not hear you. 

Theo, Not your friend's voice, my lord ? 

Fran, Not he ! You, Theodore ! give me your 
hands. 
Why man, you bear that augury in your face 
All know to fear. This is late coming, sir ; 
No man would bring bad news so late as this. 

Theo, It still is heavy news. 

Fran, Dead, Theodore ? 
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Huo. No, no, my lord. I do not know — This 
letter. 
Take it again ; I 've travelled wide and near. 
Bat never could come near her. 

Fran. This is truth .> 

Theo. Truth, my good lord. Who would deceive 
you now ? 
It is your hope deceives you. When I entered 
Your lodge was empty, dust was on the floor. 
Yet everything in order. 

Fran, You went too late. 

Theo. I let some days pass, as you hade, my lord. 

Fran, Ay, so I did, I did. But she 's at home — 
If you had foUowed her. 

Theo, No, nor had heen. 

I spoke to the hlind fellow there myself. 
Seeming a friend of his merchant's, plied him 

freely 
On everything. He answered garrulous. 
Nor she heing there could he have known of it 
By what he said. It is impossible. 
The old fool could not lie so long and often 
Without I 'd tripped him. Seeing she was not there. 
In every nook and cranny of the town 
I searched for her. No stranger women had passed. 
The country folk had seen none like her either ; 
She had departed, as some essence flies 
To lose itself in air. 

Fran, This is the end. 

Tkeo, My lord, 'tis not the end of what 's begun, 
Tis but the end of some fair light-of-love 
Who will not wait the time her lord is gone. 
But must abroad still seek some new desire. 
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Fran, Death seize you! Would you make me 
wholly mad ? 
How have we done by women ? Made them ours. 
Bound them by laws, man's laws^ cramped in their 

lives. 
Left them with nature as our fool in pay 
To bear their bloody burden, hurt them so. 
Ranging, ourselves, from home. No home 's for us ; 
We have no ties. Let them be howled on loudly 
If ever but the breath of what we do 
Blows at their door. Oh fie, fie, sir, for shame ! 
We make the laws. 

Theo, My tongue was rude, my lord. 

Fran. Oh rude, ay rude, and license to be rude. 
You do not know my humour ; feed me well. 
Clap up your stale jests, they'll not hurt her now. 
Nothing can hurt her, she is gone, is gone — 
* Into what fair world all immaculate 
Has she now gone ? The blood of the stars is hers 
If she 's somewhere 'ahve — no ; if she 's dead. 
Nothing but part of the vile breeding earth 
Which lives by death. O Theodore, my friend. 
The king, the priest, the poet, they 're dreamers 

aU; 
Trust them not, Theodore, they are but dreamers 
Of some real grandeur and a base in things 
Which is not. Kingdoms, palaces, and towers. 
Ay, even from the bare world beauty itself, 
All these are gone — oh, utterly — they're gone. 
All these — and you and I are left here, friend. 
There 's nothing yet so dear as a true friend ; 
You did not mean to hurt me, nor I to you 
To do harm's office. What is that I hear ? 
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Tkeo. There is no sound when we are quiet, mj 
lord. 

JPnui. Some LapUnd wizard in the courtyaid 
playing 
Upon his stolen flute. 

Theo. No, surely, sir. 

Fran, I seem to hear it 

Theo. To hear what, my lord ? 

Fran. Strange music that does beckon me to 
death. 
Or to the end of living. 

Theo. It is a sign 

You have put purpose in too warm a body 
To bear its cold. 

Fran. It may be so. Good night. 

See to it you address yourself to sleep ; 
We have some motions in our minds, my friend. 
That are best stilled in sleep. 

Theo. I will, my lord. 

Fran. Does the Court hunt to-morrow ? 

Theo. 1 have but come. 

Fran. There is no hunt ; my tongue slips some- 
way back 
To what it would like to say. Good night to you. 
Will you not say good night ? 

Theo. Good night, my lord. 

END OF ACT IV. 

(The night passes.) 
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ACT V 

SCENE I 

Aurea's roam in the Palace, next morning, 

Aurea dressed as before, and the Count of Acqui. 

Aurea. It must be now^ my lord. I must go now. 
You cannot speak with all your kindness, sir. 
With force to make me stay. 

Count. What purpose is this 

But some wild coinage of the brain to mock me 
And keep me from yourself, sa3ring to me, 
' I know you not, you stranger' ? 

Aur, I am so weary, 

What can it help repeating to you again 
' I cannot tell.' Nay faith, indeed you 've purchased 
Some other words, but then most buyers, my lord. 
Lay out their secret gold in women's markets 
For stuff that will not last. What do I say ? 
Oh, do not think I mean what I must say. 
Blot out the memory from this heart of mine 
And still your face is there. Think still of me 
As one who from the gushing fountain drank. 
And left it with the parting life renewed 
To speak her grateful. 
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Count. Something there is here. 

Lady, of these old phrases of much thanks 
I thank you for, and something there is here 
No woman dare say to me, had I not said 
What 's little to you, I know. Scarce could you woo 

me 
With ampler words. O mockery of vain words ! 
We are to part here now. No more of it. 
For let there be but truth in this you 've said. 
And you do love me, and, \pving me, would tell 
The story that would be mine. — But let there 

not 
And you speak courtesies when friend to friend 
Looks in the other's eyes, and sees himself 
A poor blurred image, cannot find his words 
Even the last time, clasps the hand again. 
From whose warm pressure never any more, — 
Not if he lives for ages,— never more 
Shall he take heart : the tiniest thing of comfort 
Perchance he held in his. This is mere weakness. 
Nor can I say farewell. 

Aur, (leaping forward.) My lord ! My lord ! 

Count. Oh, not for me — ^Clasps her in his arms, 

Aur. O my dear lord, forgive me. 

But I have loved you since you found me bleeding. 
And helped my wound past cure ! 

Count. Since then, my girl. 

Since then ! There are few wounds that j&ight the 

body 
To take us from our joy. 

Aur. (springing hack from Mm.) No, no, my lord ! 

Count. Why, no } 

Aur. This is beyond hope's sighing. 
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Count. Well, well, say on. We have the world 
in fee. 
I am not anxious what the wide world holds 
Since we do love. Tell me your story now ; 
There is no man so potent on this earth 
But that a kingdom's swords would bid him halt 
If he would stay us. 

Aur. You speak of dreams, my lord. 

Oh me, most miserable among lost women. 
For I am married. 

Count. You are deceived ! 

Aur. No longer 

Count. You are married } 

Aur. Ay, my lord. 

Count. To whom? What man is he who has a 
treasure. 
And blows it to the winds } You came alone. 
What man is this would leave you.^ You speak 

madness. 
You are not married. 

Aur. No maiden, my dear lord. 

There is no law can break the bond for me 
But that obeyed by death. 

Count. Who is this man } 

What say you of the law ? What bond is this 
That makes you hope for law ? 

Aur. I cannot tell. 

Count. Ay, but you shall. Look up to me, my 
girl. 
We two have stood together for a space 
And seen the soul. Are men then made of stone 
That they should know the other — that I should 
know 
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The other dead in love> and like some baby^ 

Not knowing the babblement with its cries hushed 

Without the understanding — like this baby 

Be patted into sleep ? I am a man^ 

Say I 've surprised your secret^ you have taken 

In one great instant with your eyes my peace. 

Which none can give me more. 

Aur. We are two children^ 

Who suddenly into a terrible place 
Look frighted. There 's but going back, my lord. 
But back, if you could know. — Listen a little. 
I come from a far country, nor does it matter 
Where that far country 's placed. The law is there 
The king cannot there marry at free will — 
There are some laws, I think, provoking Heaven. 
But I forget. In this small kingdom 
The king, not knowing he was the king, did woo 

me, 
Wooed me and won me, mated with me for sure 
Of his free will. He was the kingdom's king. 
But by this law that was no law, my lord. 
This marriage was no marriage — he was free. 
He could not marry me, they said, he could not. 
Being what he knew not then. He was the king. 
Who could not marry me, but he did marry ; 
And we are married. 

Count, Say you this indeed } 

He could not, did not, then ? 

Aur, So he did judge. 

Count, My poor girl, this was misery to you 
Till you did meet me. 

Aur, Be not deceived. ' 

What he has judged of this, what the law judges, — 
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These are light judges^ sir. The high God judges. 
There is no force in any word of man's, 
Let men say what they will. 

Count. But if he, ranging^ 

Take to himself another wife. 

Aur. Nay, never — 

Let him so range. 

Count. He has done this ? 

Aur. My lord, 

The lady by his side in charity 
We should account as that. 

Count. But this is madness. 

This trouble has unseated your sweet reason. 
You love me, — he is married, — God forbid 
This dream should come between us, — a strange 

dream 
Of constancy to inconstancy, of faith 
In nothing and for nought, of twin desires 
That must be quenched for flaming. Nay, nay, 

surely 
This is the folly of unwisdom, child. 
How long ago was this ? 

Aur. 'Twas long ago, 

A year, — two years. Oh, I am false again. 
I mean a year. 

Count. Why, it is in the past. 

Comfort yourself, you are no wife of his. 
How fond 'tis in you thus to nurse a word 
That has no sense at all ! I am half angry 
To think this misery of so old love 
Should with its shadow keep you anguished stiU, 
Its substance being gone. The wisest man — 
Why, look you, together we must lay this question 
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Before the Prince. You will believe from him 
What from me pleading — because it is my brief — 
Your innocence can refuse. 

Aur. There is in heaven 

Some finger, I do think, that points us sometimes 
The way once we 'd have gone. Farewell now, sir, 
God help you : if you breathe a word of this. 
My ghost will haunt you, wail into your ear 
You too broke faith. 

Count, What passion 's in you now. 

That you do look upon me staring so 
As you would ban me ? Bless me rather, 
For bringing sense for both. 

Aur. O wretched me ! 

Count. Poor lady ! 

Aur. O wretched, doubly wretched ! 

Pray you, my lord, you will not do this thing. 
What would there be believed ? No, prithee no. 
How could I bear the pity of all eyes, 
His pity — ^the Prince's pity ! My dear lord. 
It was a secret from the mouth of love. 
You would not tell it ? 'Faith, it would not matter. 
For long ere you had bruited wide my grief 
I would be gone. Do you not know me yet ? 
I cannot say the half that 's in my mind — 
But you '11 not tell it ? I am gone, my lord ; 
Farewell to you. Oh, why do you look still 
As if you still heard nothing. What, not yet ? 
You do not hear me. Think you 'twould be believed ? 
A foolish page — misfortune's girl, no more — 
An innocent in disguisings, as they say. 
Trapped for your secret ease. 

Count. They say ! Who say ? 
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Aur. Ohy I am doomed to speak what I would 
not. 
It is no matter. 

Count. No matter ! Who are they ? 

Aur. It is no matter. Think of it no more. 
Nay, 'twas but women's foolish tongues^ my lord. 
And done when I am gone. 

Count Gone ! Never say it. 

But they shall answer me for these dear words 
That coupled your name with mine. They'll 

answer me 
If they were women only ; answer now. 
And take it back 'fore all. 

Aur. {catching at his cloak.) No, no. 

Count, {tearing himself from her.) Put off, put off! 
this is a pass past speaking. 
When I must guard my own. 

Aur. {falling with his cloak in her hands as he leaves 
the room.) Ah, ah ! {Falls.) Nay, now. 

Oh, I am dying in my breath. My lord ! 

SCENE II 

The Hall of the Palace. Prince enters talking tvith 
Chancellor. Courtiers assemble as to form a Court. 

Fran. The Ambassadors from Milan, they are 

entered ? 
Chan. No, your highness. 

Fran. We may expect them soon ? 

Chan. Already they have sent their service; 

shortly 
They will be here. 
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Fran, I am not sure of this. 

The Genoese are out of heart. 'Twere sense. 
When two powers joined coUeaguing threaten 
By the increase of power the several states^ 
To make our proffers general, to show love, 
Hang it abroad, I mean, so that our treaty 
Should seem but the return of friendly office 
Not meant for use. 

Chan. We should hold back a little ? 

Fran, At present, till these tenders of our love 
Are known, and widely, as in spirit offered 
To all. 

Count, (entering hurriedly,) Justice, my lord. 

Fran, Why, who is he 

That breaks in on us standing beside the dais, 
Our presence not being throned } 

Count, Make, then, a court. 

Fran, The Count of Acqui ! 

Count, Even that simple man. 

Look you, I lay my bare sword at your feet. 
My father's sword and mine. There let it lie 
Till the unblemished blood of the dead in me 
Has shook itself clear of blame. 

Fran, Who has wronged you } 

Recount your wrong ; we sit here to do justice. 
Go you in fear of that, that you 'd command 
What we take pleasure in } 

Count, Command, my lord ! 

Preach patience to the soldier in the breach. 
The sailor crying for water. Loud be my voice 
If its harsh syllables could whip them dumb 
Who have cried out on us. My lord, a lady, 
A lady wronged and seeking privacy, 
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Hurt in her soul and flesh, harboured with me. 
She came one day — oh, why do I speak of it } — 
Wounded, an angel in that devil's wood 
You gave me this badge for cleansing. Never 

lady 
In life more pure, more gentle in every word, 
Gave back to the untainted air she breathed 
The kiss of taintless breath. A forest lover. 
If you had seen her in the forest, you 
Like me had been. Oh, there was there that 

richness, 
A spicy intermarriage of delights 
Between her soul and body, as had made 
A kingdom weighed with her a thing of trouble 
No man would take for her. 

Fran. Nay, my lord Count, 

This is the sighing of men young at hearty 
Which should be private. 

Count, No, to the wide world 

I publish her who is my wife. 

Fran. Your wife ! 

Count. Who will be that but shortly. Let me 
speak. 
This lady, as by the last word of a man 
I do claim her for mine — so she came here. 
Not mine in verity — oh, still angel pure, 
And as the bird that none will hurt for singings 
Sure one had thought too safe. But no, my lord. 
No sooner had she stepped within your walls 
Than slander leapt at her. 

Fran. This is most strange. 

Or men are grown so motivelessly evil 
Nothing is strange. Had they no cue to this ? 
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CottrU. My lord^ there was this prompting to their 

venom : — 
She^ for she would be private^ fearing^ I think^ 
The wonder of her sudden beauty^ concealed 
Not possibly by meanness of her dress, 
Came here but as my page ; proficient nothing 
In the broad arts that show the man^ unused 
To all such hidings^ and^ so unused, a prey 
At once to the eye of craft ; to crafty tongues 
A mark for their dishonouring. Oh, 'twas enough 
To say she had some cause, reason for this. 
To hint the shameful thing ; shame rather theirs ! 
Foul and wide speakers, how have they lost their 

words 
Far scattering lies! Which of you claims them 

now. 
Which of you? None, my lord, will claim his 

slander. 
Fran, And wiser so, dear cousin. You should sit 

here. 
You who are suitor, judge, pacificator. 
All at one time. Ourselves had heard some talk 
That ventured near your comrade. Oh, let that 

pass; 
There is no challenger to make that good 
Which put out ignorantly. Why sure, 'tis done. 
Your cause, done, ended. About us it is Spring, 
And sometimes there are sallies, eddies of wind. 
That raise a moment's dust. Ill speakers there are. 
And, like the poor, my lord, always at hand. 
What of them ? All their speaking 's in the dark. 
And with the day they 're silent, like as not 
In their repentings. O loved sir, be happy ! 
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Your honouTy wliidi apcnUj joa have defended^ 

This lady's hanoar, wfaidi stonds with your Cfwn, 

Ay, both your hoooms and your hapf w n e ss. 

Are safe and shining. We say this not as Prince^ 

Bat as some quick-eared orator who vcrices 

What soon all say. N^^ for ourselves your fiivoor ; 

For if this lady has no nearer friend 

We 'd give her to you. 

Cotmi. In marriage? 

Fran, Ay. 

Pure heart to pore heart now, the giver^s honour 
When sach are to be tied. 

Comd. Hold yon to that— 

O my dear lord, and thanks to yon for alL 
All were now come to clearing, if desire 
Had but to cry and win. Oh, call it folly 
That I should speak of this, the loser's folly — 
We have made 'spousal troth 'tis true — ^"tis true 
In one loud moment of the heart aWake 
We knew the wish of each ; but ever in life 
The sun shines but for some moments, and soon 
Is lost in clouds again. This lady I love 
Is rooted in the back part of her youth. 
And cannot come to me. 

Fran. How cannot ? 

Count. Cannot 

Or will not come. — She was loved indeed 
Before I loved her ; sometime in the past 
By one, I know not whom, some king or prince. 
The sovereign of some state— oh ! this weighs on her 
As earth upon the dead. 

Fran. Either we dream 

Or you speak idleness. 
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Count. Idleness^ my lord ? 

I do believe it. Believe you with me, my lord. 
For when 'tis told, 'tis only, — this lost man, 
Who knew not he was king, married with her. 
But, knowing he was the king, married again — 
And she is free. You do not speak. 
What ! is there juice of poison in her folly 
To infect all minds ? It was in ignorance. 
Nor knew he he was king : no force could make her 
What she once thought, his wife, and sure 'twas 

wisdom 
The law should have forbade. But still, for all 
Her frailty, like the maiden's garment clinging. 
Holds this idea of her marriage still 
The one prisoner of her mind. What say you then. 
But with me, 'tis her folly ? 

Fran, I have heard you. 

What makes she here ? 

Count Scarcely I know ; 

But let your wisdom pronounce upon this plea. 
And she is made mine own. 

Fran, This was most private. 
Most private, and you, a stranger to decent use 

Count, No, never now, but free as was their slander 
Must be my claim on her, wife or no wife ; 
And if no wife of mine, not by my will. 
Which must be known. Here is nothing private. 
But what 's public to all winds. 

Fran. Nay, nay, nay ! 

Bishop. Patience, my lord count, you would run 
too fast. 
His highness has no peace with some vexed thoughts 
That you in your gust of love would quickly pass. 
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Not knowing they 're awful. We too have thought 

of them^ 
How far this king has fallen^ how far from grace^ 
But, having fallen, how heavily on her. 
Wedded, unwed, Christ's faithful heart, must fall 
The burden of this binding. What princes do 
Or leave undone, — must leave undone, my lord. 
Being royal, — what 's right for them to do, for those 
That counter with them ? Nay, how we should look. 
We churchmen serving visible kings. 
When Caesar's acts stretch wide of Caesar himself. 
Or how we should accommodate God's law. 
Dealing with princes — of all this thinks the Church — 
A Church not of this world. 

Fran, Ha ! say you so— 

We were considering of this matter slowly. 
And much what you have said weighed on our mind. 
Most heavily what you have said, good bishop, — 
A Church, not of this world, rendering to Caesar — 
Nay, let us think for Caesar ; in Caesar's veins 
Ran Caesar's longing. Oh, best for him, I know. 
Had he lived on, no princess by his side. 
With this idea of his wife, his first 
Star-cold for comfort, no son to take his place, 
No blood of his from his brow smoothed in sleep 
To lift the descending crown, worn at the end. 
Oh lightly, for the golden circlet presses 
LigRtly when the old man honoured, his work done. 
Lets slip the power he suffered. Best for him ; 
Ay, but for those who underneath his power 
Knew safety's peace .^ How strange for him too, 

fond wretch. 
To watch unarmed from his love-tent the war. 
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Some other lead the host that hailed him leader. 

Waving on duty to the blessed death — 

Oh^ but I dream of this unhappy man 

Whom you call Caesar. Let him be Caesar; 

His wrong is done. {Enter Aurea among the crowd,) 

What was it you said^ my lord ? 
Accommodate ? it has too false a ring 
For use as current royal. Our thoughts were strayed. 
And there was hint of pity in this story 
That touched our pity, and pity you know, my lord. 
Can turn our judgment still. No more words then ; 
There must be laws, my lords, made to fit all. 
And those are near the highest that guard the king. 
How should he mate him with a subject? — No, 
This is a good law and a necessary ; 
Indeed and indeed it is. If this were lawful. 
How many, yielding to the youth in their blood. 
Would whistle their greatness down ? 'Tis a good 

law. 
And, being good, she must not count it duty 
To scant its meaning. Why, when it was made 
Think you the holy men who sanctioned it. 
Feeling unwillingly its necessity. 
Contemplated her thought ? No, for they meant 
In this one instance so to blunt the marriage 
That it was none. Oh, think, had it been else. 
It had been nothing ; how could they hope to loose 
Caesar, the woman being bound ? What king, * 
Nay, but what man of misery could they find 
Who when he 'd pledged his faith, his wife not free. 
Would of his will with some other nearer him 
Enter in marriage ? Oh, 'tis sun-clear past proof. 
We must let Caesar s acts stretch wide of Caesar 
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A little, if we 'd allow of Caesar's acts 

Only in this. Both of you then are free. 

It is our public sentence^ — ^not ours alone, 

But^ as I thinks our reverend father s too^ 

Who smiles on us. How all this trouble has lifted^ 

Which looked so near ! 

Aur. (Jlairdly,) Oh^ this is April's promise ! 

Fran, Who spoke there ? 

Aur, Even a voice at parting. 

Fran, (to himself,) Aurea^ oh ! oh ! oh ! 

Chan, Look to his grace. 

Fran. Fear nothing. I heard a voice^ but saw no 

form. 
Aur, (coming forward,) Fear nothing from me, my 
lord, I am a stranger. 
But that you 've pitied me. Oh, never in life 
Here to your place of greatness were I come, 
Nor you had heard my voice crying to you, 
' Not out of your heart, you 'vc said/ had not this 

man 
Been even as was the other. Nay, never say it. 
I had no thought, — say it for me, I pray you, — 
To bring my nothings here, my honour^ my love, 
Those griefs now dead, he trading on the weak, — 
Oh, weak for a moment to the man in him, — 
Has opened to your pity. — Wouldst love me then ? 
There is no cause but a great gulf of things 
To bid me answer nay. 'Tis you deny 
We are one life, 'tis you forget, my lord, 
My lord who married me of his free will 
Gave me 'fore God his life. Oh, we were married ! 
Nay, shadowy king, darkening within the shadow, 
Had you with me made faith when you were young. 
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How would you bear, dying, to hear one say 

She was no wife ? — she who was wife of yours 

Past day of doom, for there 's no marrying there 

Where angels choir God's Son — no, no, not yours, 

For I 've heard always that mistaken men 

Have Christ's cry for them ; and, alas ! he knew. 

As you had known, my lord, if you had wed 

Upon an April day. O cold, cold heart ! 

Could you not hear them then, sounds in your ear. 

Him in his state pronouncing sentences. 

And a girl weeping ? Oh, 'twas then, I think. 

When I first heard them, heard what was to be. 

That I into my customed glass did look 

And saw no image there. — My God — ^my heart ! 

Have you no mercy never to call me wife ? 

[Sfva^^s and falls. 
Oh, I am fallen ; it is the bell, my lord. 

Fran, (descending,) It lightens in the heavens. 

Stand all aside, 
Oh, she is dead indeed. 

Count (throwing himself on the body). My girl, my 

girl. 
Fran, Nay, do not weep : the tears of love are dry 
Till sorrow freeze to stone. What have we here 
But the white victory reminding kings ? 

[A trumpet blown : enter a messenger to the Prince, 
Messenger. The ambassadors from Milan pray your 

highness. 
Fran, Let them have audience in the second 

chamber ; 
This room holds death. Say to them she is dead. 
Oh, she is dead, this votary. — Give her honour 
And the sweet maiden burial, though a wife. 
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For all her thoughts were maiden's. — Give her 

honour. — 
Let no man speak to me^ I am afraid. 
How terrible it is to hear the sod 
Tumble on the young body ! This was His way 
Who is no man. I am a man^ I think^ 
For all my being's trembling. Nay, bear with us. 
Who feel the human care. — Set on, set on. 

[Exeunt Prince and his train : Count left with 
the body, courtiers departing slowly. 



THE END 
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